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	1. Treacherous

Alvin the Treacherous stood on the edge of Outcast Island, watching the approaching boat as it sailed towards him. Standing to his right was Savage, his second in command. On his left was a teenage Berserker warrior, one of the ones that had stayed with him after Dagur's defeat. The Outcast Chief narrowed his eyes to try and see the sail better, but he couldn't make out if there was a design on it or not.

"Here, sir," the teenage Berserker handed him a spyglass.

Alvin took it and raised it to his eye, focusing it with some trouble. His realized his guess about his visitor's identity was correct. There was a Skrill crest on the sail.

"Berserkers," he muttered.

Alvin saw the young Berserker tense up. He glanced at Savage. "Ready the men and defenses and make all other _preparations_. Best tell the Berserkers they've got kin comin'."

Savage saluted. With a "yes sir," started a brisk run back to the Outcast settlement.

"Merrik," Alvin said.

The Berserker looked his way, a lock of his long blonde bangs covering his eyes. He shook his head to get it out of his face as he replied, "yes sir?"

"Go saddle your dragon," Alvin ordered. "I want you in position when that boat docks. You're one of my best archers."

Merrik hesitated as he looked at the ship coming closer filled with his fellow Berserkers. The arrows in the quiver that was slung over his right shoulder clicked quietly from the movement and his longbow made of dragonbone was in a hand.

"Is there a problem?" Alvin asked.

"No sir," Merrik shook his head.

Briefly, he glanced at the spyglass Alvin had, but the Outcast was looking through it again. Clearly he wasn't going to get it back anytime soon. He saluted instead and started to walk back down the way he came as Alvin watched the boat.

Alvin watched Merrik for a bit and then looked back at the boat. Truthfully, Alvin wasn't that surprised by his visitors. It had been nearly two months since he and Stoick had made peace and Dagur had been brought down. He had gotten his island back and even got to keep the Berserker warriors that Dagur had brought with him. Best of all – he had gotten to keep Dagur.

He looked back to where Merrik was walking. That boy was one of his greatest allies and one of the biggest risks. Merrik was the only Berserker Alvin had ever met who didn't have a temper. The boy simply never got upset and an aura of calm surrounded him. Alvin's wild dragons had picked up on his calm and responded to it, and so Alvin had made Merrik his chief dragon trainer.

In fact, Merrik was the only one on Outcast Island besides Alvin who had a dragon he could ride. His mere presence was often enough to stop arguments and soothe ruffled feathers. The boy had undeniable potential, but he had also hesitated when Alvin had ordered him to get into battle position against the Berserkers.

Because Merrik had been training the Outcast dragons for most of this month, he had learned a lot about them. Clearly, the boy still had loyalty to his Berserker tribe and if he chooses to defect then they would have all of his knowledge. The last thing Alvin wanted was for Berserkers to be on dragonback before his Outcasts were.

Another risk was likely riding on the ship towards him right now. Alvin raised the spyglass to the ship again. It had drawn closer. Something reflected on the ship and he looked to it. The reflection was very bright and he winced before taking another look. Sunlight was reflecting off of an ornate metal shield. There was a Skrill painted on it that mirrored the one on the sail.

Alvin narrowed his eyes. The Berserkers had told him about Kata, Dagur's younger sister. They said that she had her own tamed dragon. Oh, the girl only had a Terrible Terror but she had tamed it as a child with no injuries and no help. Between Kata's natural knack with dragons and Merrik's knowledge there would be a good chance of the Berserkers taming dragons.

The Berserkers had said that Kata had an ornate shield just like the one sitting in the boat leaned up against the mast. He caught a flash of movement and saw a young girl with red hair vanish belowdeck. Alvin frowned and lowered the spyglass. Was that really Kata?

He chuckled to himself and started walking down towards the docks where the boat would pull in. If that was really Kata then this had become much easier. The girl he had just seen was even younger then Hiccup. There wasn't anything to worry about.

Well, nothing to worry about unless they found out the truth about Dagur.

Alvin had been shocked by just how strong of bond there was between Dagur and his Berserkers even after everything Dagur had put them through with the war with Berk and the hunt for Toothless. In order to "help" things along he had faked the death of Dagur the Deranged.

As far as all of the Berserker warriors and the rest of the archipelago knew, Dagur the Deranged had been killed by some of Outcast Island's feral dragons when he had tried to escape one month ago. Without their chief, the Berserkers had indeed become more tractable. Now, Dagur was safely held in an empty wing of dragon pens.

That idiotic trader Johann had come after Dagur's "death" and had spread word across the archipelago of Dagur's demise. In response, some of the other Berserkers had come to bring their armada home. Alvin was not about to lose half of his forces.

What would happen with Dagur's sister about to dock? Dagur had named Kata temporary chief of Berserk while he went to Outcast Island to reclaim the Skrill that had been found frozen and she had remained Chief. With Dagur's "death" she was Chief – but she was also just a little girl. As long as Dagur's survival remained a secret, Alvin should have no trouble shooing her away.

* * *

><p>Merrik walked quietly to the blacksmith where his dragon's saddle was. He didn't care much for the blacksmith, but his saddle had needed repairs. It was a small relief that the forge was empty and he was able to sling his longbow over his left shoulder and pick up his repaired saddle unhindered. Next was the dragon pen.<p>

Outcasts… Merrik couldn't stand being stranded here on Outcast Island with Alvin and he couldn't understand how the other Berserkers could either. He would have thought – hoped – that some of the Berserkers would have left _Alvin_ by now to go home, yet none had.

Not even Captain Vorg, the Berserker who was something of a foster father to Dagur and Kata. Okay, Dagur had been pretty rough on Vorg during the Berk War, but he couldn't understand how Vorg could abandon Kata. Surely, he had thought, at least Vorg and the rest of his crew of the _Wolfwind_ would leave Alvin. He was wrong.

Alvin's orders for Merrik to get "into position" would work in his favor. His position would be above the visitor's in his dragon's saddle. More likely than not Alvin the _Treacherous_ was going to betray Kata and he would be in a perfect position to help his friend.

Merrik's dragon was in the Southern Pens with Alvin's Whispering Death and some of the other semi-tamed dragons. The wild dragons were kept in the East Pens, and the West Pens were the prison. They also had a series of North Pens to be used for whatever was needed, but they were empty right now.

A door in the mountain side opened suddenly and Savage walked out. Merrik blinked in surprise. How had he gotten in front of him? Then he realized that he didn't want to talk to Savage and ducked behind some of the many black rocks. Savage closed the door behind him and locked it before quickly hurrying on his way.

Merrik ducked further out of sight as Savage ran past his hiding place, holding his right arm to his chest as if it had been injured.

"Okay," Merrik muttered, "that was weird."

What was weirder was that this was the entrance to the empty North Pens. He glanced down as he stood and realized that the ground was colored with drops of fresh blood.

Was Savage bleeding? His arm, what happened to it? Merrik narrowed his eyes. This didn't make any sense, the North Pens were supposed to be empty. He looked curiously at the door. Before he had a chance to step towards it a horn sounded, announcing the arrival of the Berserker ship.

Merrik sighed dramatically and reluctantly turned away from the door. He would need to hurry to get his dragon saddled and ready. After all, he did have to keep up the appearance of a good, _loyal_ Outcast for a while longer. Whatever was in the North Pens could probably wait.

* * *

><p>Kata took a breath as one of the crew of the ship she was on gave her back her shield. She nodded at him and slung it over her shoulder much like Hiccup did. Shivering, she rubbed her hands together, glad that she had the foresight to bring her jacket with her. Outcast was far North of Berk and Berk was quite a ways North of Berserk, and it was <em>cold<em>!

"Trick," Kata called quietly.

A heap of yellow and red scales that had been sitting on the deck raised its head and turned its red cat eyes towards her. Trick stretched and then flew over to her and landed on her arm like a hawk. Kata smiled as she scratched her Terrible Terror under his chin. He made a purring like noise and walked up her arm to drape around her shoulders just like he always did. The added body heat of the small Stoker-Class dragon helped warm her up.

The Berserker who had handed her shield frowned. "Are you good?"

"I'm alright Arin," Kata sighed.

Arin shook his head. He had grown up with her just like Merrik had and he knew better.

"I'm alright enough," Kata corrected quietly. She looked down and made sure she had a dagger on each thigh nervously. After a moment of fussing and Arin watching her, she rolled her eyes. "I'll deal with it all right, Arin? These goons are the reason Dagur's dead. Knowing Alvin's temperament he was probably torturing him."

Arin sighed but agreed silently. He didn't say it out loud though, for fear it might encourage her. "You sure it was a good idea to come here? Word is Alvin's got a whole pack of trained Whispering Deaths."

"Dagur assigned me as acting Chief before he left," Kata said quietly, "and with him gone, that means that I am Chief. The Berserkers are my responsibility. Having them all on Beserk instead of having half there and the armada on Outcast would help."

She snapped the last sentence.

Arin held his hands in surrender. Wow, she was in a bad mood. Normally, she was more stable than Dagur but ever since her brother's death she had been steadily degrading. Dagur always was more stable when Kata was around him and it seemed that was mutual. With the siblings separated, both of them were getting worse. Now Dagur was dead and without him Kata…

"Once I get the rest of my tribe back together I am going to show Alvin what happens when he messes with my family," Kata clenched a hand into a fist and looked to the growing shape of Outcast Island.

Arin was taken aback by the bloodthirsty note in Kata's voice. "Kata, you know that's not-"

"No," Kata interrupted, "you're right. It's not _all_ Alvin's fault. Berk is the real problem. Stoick let Alvin keep Dagur and it was Hiccup who defeated him. I suppose it's only fair to attack Berk first."

"Kata!" Arin interrupted in exasperation.

Kata looked up from her musing. "Yes?"

"Do you hear yourself?" Arin asked. "You sound like Dagur! Usually, you're the sane one keeping him in check."

"Yes and Dagur's dead!" Kata shouted loudly.

The crew working the ship fell quiet and Kata could see them glance over at her. She looked at the floorboards of the ship, letting the wind tug at her short hair.

"I'm sorry," she said quietly. "I'm just upset. Outcast is as responsible for his death as Berk and now I have to stand before Alvin. He's going to be pleased that Dagur's gone."

"You'll manage Kata," Arin said confidently. "You always do. You'll get our warriors back and we'll recover. We'll find a way to cancel the advantage of dragons that both Berk and Outcast have, and then we'll plan a strike."

The sound of a horn from Outcast Island accented Arin's words and the crew turned their heads to the ever-looming Outcast Island.

"Sounds like that's our cue," Kata said grimly, trying to lighten her words to no avail.

"Yep," Arin sighed, "Kata."

"Hm?" Kata asked and ran her fingers across the throwing daggers she had stashed around her body.

"You know that no matter what, you've got our support," Arin spoke in a serious tone, one Kata wasn't used to hearing from him.

"My little brother's right about that," another crew member called out to her.

Kata glanced over at an older Berserker. Where Merrik and Arin were her age, this one was Dagur's age and one of his closest friends.

"Thanks Willem," she told him.

Willem nodded and went back to helping work the sail.

"Yeah," Kata nodded and tried a smile. It was a little better. She looked back at Arin, her little Terrible Terror on her shoulder chirping. "I wonder about Merrik though, he's on Outcast."

"Yep," Arin gave his trademark mischievous grin suddenly and his eyes brightened dangerously. "And I have to admit, knowing him, I feel a little sorry for Alvin. Merrik's probably pretending to be a loyal lieutenant and waiting for a chance to strike back."

Kata sighed, "I could see him doing that."

Trick nibbled on her hair lightly and she reached up absent-mindedly to scratch him.

Don't worry Dagur, Kata promised silently. I'll take care of the village, and once I'm able, I'll teach Berk and Outcast a lesson they won't soon forget for letting you die.

"By the way Kata," Arin added as the ship pulled up to the rusty metal dock. "Do you have a plan?"

"I'm going to talk the Berserkers into coming home," Kata replied simply as the gangplank was lowered.

"And if that doesn't work?" Arin asked worriedly.

"Then I'll go onto Plan B," Kata assured him.

She didn't elaborate so Arin snipped, "mind telling me what Plan B is?"

"Um," Kata paused as she thought about it. "It's probably best you don't know. With luck I won't have to use it."

Arin narrowed his eyes, but by that point Savage had walked over and Kata had no choice but to walk off the boat to greet him. Savage's presence guaranteed that the conversation would come to an end.

Yeah, Arin thought, she just needs a little luck. Asking for a little luck when you trusted in Loki– the God of Mischief – might not be the best plan.

* * *

><p><strong>Like it? This takes place two months after the end of the <em>Defenders of Berk<em> season. It is confirmed canon the Dagur has a younger sister. Dagur says himself in the _Night and the Fury_ that his sister had an ornate shield like Hiccup's. I know now that Heather is Dagur's sister, but I never liked her character and although i'm going back and rewriting the chapter I did not know her true when I started writing this.**

**Dagur might have been deranged but he and Kata were really close (more information on that forthcoming). Because of her brother's "death" she wants blood and the archipelago is in trouble, especially if she can get her armada back. Yes, she's small, she's thirteen. **


	2. Challenge

Alvin watched as Savage escorted a small girl and a few men up to where he was standing. Gathered around Alvin were most of his warriors and all of the Berserker troops he had gained custody of. He tilted his head up briefly to where Merrik and his dragon were sitting on ledge. Merrik had his longbow in his lap with an arrow knocked.

The girl that walked over to him bravely could only be Kata. Her dragon raised its head slightly and sniffed the air as she approached, and Alvin had had enough experience with dragons to be wary of it. The dragon's hind legs were draped over her left shoulder and its head and forelimbs was on the right shoulder.

Other than the dragon, a shield, and two daggers, she appeared unarmed. The only sort of armor she had was more than a leather vest. It had the Berserker's Skrill crest branded and inked in black onto the leather over her heart. Alvin was prevented from seeing if she had any other weapons from the long-sleeved fur-lined jacket she wore, so it was possible she had more weapons.

Her hair was a few shades lighter red then Dagur's and cut in an extremely short bob. What few bangs she had were tied out of her face with a pale blue ribbon that made her blue eyes look all the darker. The girl was one of the people that had a naturally innocent and trusting face, but there was something about her – about her eyes – that made him wary. This girl had grown up with _Dagur_ as an older brother and survived, so Alvin supposed it would be foolish to underestimate her too much.

Kata stopped walking once she had a few meters away from him and Savage came to stand by Alvin's side. The gathered warriors encircled the two parties. Alvin noticed that most of the Berserkers were near Kata and most of his Outcasts were by him. The tension in the air was nearly palpable.

Kata glanced over to the gathering warriors. Her Berserker's were easy to pick out in their metal armor to the Outcast's bone and shell.

"So," she started. "You lot are still here. Here I was wondering if a storm just blew you off course on your way back home."

Her voice was sharp with accusation and it made the Berserker's cringe. Home… That was a word they hadn't heard much of these past months. In a rush, all of them remembered family or sweethearts that they had left behind on Berserk.

Merrik's dragon let out a chirp, and Kata glanced up. She gave a start when she saw Merrik sitting on the dragon's back.

"What in the…?" She whispered

"Whoa," Arin straightened. "That's a new one."

Willem, standing behind him, nodded in agreement.

Kata looked around, but Merrik was the only dragon rider she saw. Either Merrik was the only rider Alvin had, or he was the only one in plain sight to act as a warning and the rest were hiding and awaiting orders. It was a little hard to judge which was more likely.

Alvin smiled that his plan had been successful. Having Merrik overhead was clearly making Kata think, and it should remind the girl to behave herself. Honestly, she was just as insolent as her brother to come here and think she could take the armada back.

Because of how Alvin was standing, his back was too Merrik so he did not see his dragon rider salute in greeting to his friend Kata. Kata saw it, but kept her expression neutral to keep from giving Merrik away. Alvin clearly thought that Merrik was loyal to him, and she did not want him to know otherwise for she loved the element of surprise. The Berserkers now had dragon rider on their side, and she couldn't think of a better rider then a long-range fighter like Merrik. Having a dragon rider on her side boosted her confidence in what she was doing, inevitably.

"Why are you still here?" Kata demanded her Berserkers, projecting her voice to be heard despite her small size. "Why haven't you come home to your families? You've left us vulnerable to all sorts of attacks, not in the least being the Pirates."

The word Pirates jolted some unpleasant memories the Berserkers had suppressed. The pirates Kata had mentioned had slaughtered many Berserker innocents, not in the least being Kata and Dagur's mother. Worst of all, the last time the pirates had gone on a raiding spree Alvin had been the one providing them with weapons and ships in exchange for a cut of their loot.

"We saw your ships in the bay," Kata continued. "Come home. You are missed by your families."

"Why should they go back?" Alvin interrupted her. "They're plenty welcome here."

Alvin spoke his question quickly, not eager to lose half of his armada. He might have cringed at Kata's mention of the pirates had he been weaker willed, and was willing to admit it was an excellent thing to say on her part. The idea that Alvin might be arming the pirates to attack Berserker _again_ while the Berserker warriors were with him had obviously troubled the Berserkers. Of course, Alvin thought, he was arming them again while the Berserkers were her, but that wasn't the point.

Kata gave him a furious look and her dragon picked up on her fury with a growl. For a tiny Terrible Terror, it sounded pretty deadly and a dragon was technically still a dragon.

"I'm just sayin'," Alvin muttered and stepped back before the dragon shot a fireball at him. "At least I keep my promises to 'hem. I 'ave never lied to them either. Dagur sent them on quite a wild chase and he never did catch that Nightfury. Are you going to do the same girl?"

"I don't ride dragons," Kata said darkly.

That wasn't the real question Kata faced however. The real question was if she was going to waste the Berserkers time, ships, and lives uselessly as Dagr had. She was a girl after all, and she was young and inexperienced.

"Everyone who wants to stay, stay, those of you that want to go back with her head down to your ships," Alvin offered, usurping Kata's leadership.

Kata held her breath, but didn't say anything else as if she were subconsciously submitting to Alvin's authority. It was not the right move to make, but all she was aware was that she was a woman and women did not become Chiefs. Only men did, and she was still Dagur's sister with the same unstable Berserker blood that he had.

"You're just a girl after all," Alvin smirked.

The Berserkers shifted but held their ground. Alvin gave her a smug look and Kata felt her heart sink. All right then, it was on to Plan B. Loki, please let this insane plan work.

"Oh?" Kata stepped forward brazenly towards Alvin and raised her head, "So I'm just a girl? Just a helpless little maiden?"

Alvin blinked, surprised by her sudden agreement. What was she doing?

"I might be a girl, but I can fight," Kata smiled, successfully making herself look more confident then she felt. "Since I need to prove myself, I' suppose I have no choice but to do so."

Kata drew one of her daggers and pointed it at Alvin. "Alvin, I challenge you to a duel. Whoever wins is the greater warrior and worthy of the allegiance of the Berserker Armada."

It was dead silent. Everyone was staring at her. Kata didn't back down. Arin realized that this washer Plan B and couldn't' believe that she was willing to do something so stupid.

Alvin started chuckling quietly and suddenly burst out laughing. The rest of the Outcasts started laughing to, but the Berserkers remained hesitantly quiet. They knew Kata had grown up sparring with Dagur and the older boys. Kata tilted her head at Alvin curiously as she lowered her blade.

"What's the matter Alvin? You don't have the courage to fight a _little girl_?" Kata mocked, "It's a wonder even the Outcasts follow you. You're nothing but a coward!"

Alvin stopped laughing and looked at Kata darkly. Kata's confident persona did not waver, and Willem glanced at Arin as if to try and get conformation that she wasn't serious. Merrik was in such shock over Kata's challenge that when his dragon shifted he nearly dropped his bow.

Alvin stepped forward. "All right girl, pick your champion."

"No champion," Kata shook her head. "I'll fight myself. Are you going to appoint a champion to hide behind?"

Somehow, it got even quieter. Alvin was surprised that the girl had a death wish, but supposed he could oblige her.

"No," Alvin said, "I'll fight meself. What about your pet lizard? Do you need a dragon's help to win a fight?"

Kata realized Alvin was talking about Trick, and she shook her head. "I'm no Berkian."

She tookTrick off her shoulders and held him out to Arin. "Hold onto him for a few minutes, will you Arin?"

Arin took Trick from her arms and took advantage of their close procimity to ask furiously. "Kata, what are you doing?"

"Plan B," Kata explained. "Don't interfere in the match no matter what. If you do, then match will be void."

"Kata," Arin hissed again.

"I said I would bring my people home," Kata promised grimly, "so I will. Besides, I get to kill Alvin."

She smiled briefly as she stepped away from Arin and faced Alvin. Merrik noticed Kata glance up to him slightly, and he raised his bow, signaling he would help her. Kata swiped her hand horizontally through the air by her waist as she drew her daggers, and the movement spoke silently that Merrik was not to interfere. There was nothing for Merrik to do but lower his bow and really hope that she knew what she was doing. For whatever reason, she seemed to have luck when she asked Loki for help, and he really hoped Loki would side with her once again.

Calmly, Kata fell into a fighting stance. Her two small daggers were held reverse grip and horizontally rather than vertically. One was close to her chest and higher, and the other lower and further in front. She shifted her weight to her front leg, a beginner's error. Kata's ornate shield reflected a ray of sunlight, but she left it on her back.

Alvin drew his massive two-handed broadsword as he drew himself to his full height. He had nearly two feet and over a 150 of pure muscle on the girl along with experience.

"No one interferes," he called out. "This shouldn't take long."

"Agreed," Kata smiled.

Alvin was wary of the girl's confidence, but decided she had to be trying to bluff him. The gathered crowd of Berserkers and Outcasts backed up respectfully, giving the two competitors a wide circle to fight in. One of the Berserkers who hadn't been near the front pushed himself to the front of the crowd and looked in terror at the situation that was unfolding. If Kata fought Alvin then she would be killed, Captain Vorg thought fearfully, but the situation was out of his hands.

Alvin and Kata began to circle each other and Alvin laughed as he swung his sword around in an attempt to frighten the girl. Kata barely blinked. When Alvin realized that tactic wouldn't work on Dagur's sister he launched at her, sword singing. Kata stepped forward to meet his blow.

* * *

><p><strong>if Hiccup is fifteen in the first two seasons, then the twins should be fourteen. Kata's a little younger then the twins, and would be considered a runt like Hiccup from her small size. <strong>

**The twins make it clear what the Archipelago thinks of Loki, and Kata's belief in him is very different from others. ****Vikings believed in the Norse pantheon which includes Loki, but unlike in the _Dragon_ series the gods are a little more then names to be invoked. They take a little more active role in the human's affairs. **

**Will Kata win? Or will she lose and need to be rescued by the Berserkers? Will Loki interfere as I just said the gods do from time to time?****Just how good is she? **


	3. Duel

Alvin gave a battle cry as he swung his sword at Kata. Kata stepped forward, the movement awkward. At the last moment before they connected she moved one of her daggers so the blade was flat on her forearm, so when the edge of the sword hit it slid harmlessly down and away. In an instant, Kata slashed Alvin's sword arm with her other dagger, and a line of red appeared.

Alvin recovered with the ease of experience and swung his sword, expecting a hit. Although his strike was surprisingly fast, Kata spun away and Alvin's sword merely landed a glancing blow against the edge of her shield.

The Berserker girl turned to face him with a confident smile and shook the blade that was now splashed with red. "It looks like I've drawn first blood."

Murmurs rippled across the gathered warriors. Kata had scored the first hit. Vorg allowed himself a small smile, and scolded himself slightly for being so foolish as to forget Kata's level of skill. Perhaps it was Loki's blessing, but she was an unpredictable and effective warrior.

Kata had grown up watching adults fight the odd dragon attack or deal with pirates, and with watching Dagur spar with Willem and his other friends. She had wanted to learn how to fight like her brother, but Oswald expressed early on his disapproval with her plan. It was natural for her to learn how to defend herself, but she was a female and so had no place in the warrior's world. His youngest child was supposed to be a housewife instead of a shield maiden, but Dagur had ignored their father (as he always did) and had helped train Kata himself.

Kata remembered Dagur's advice to her from one of the lessons. _"You don't look very threatening, so use it to your advantage. Make your opening moves clumsy so you will be underestimated and get in a quick strike. Make your enemy wonder just how skilled you are."_

Alvin looked at the injury on his arm and then at her. Even though he had warned himself, he had still used her sloppy opening moves to judge her skill level. He shook off the scratch on his arm and swung again.

Kata crossed her blades into an 'x' in a forward grip, and caught the sword between her blades. Rather than try to stop the blow, she stepped to one side and directed it downward so it gouged into the rocky ground. While Alvin yanked his sword free, Kata jumped in the air with a spin kick, and landed a direct hit on his face with her steel-toe boots. The strike left Alvin's head ringing but he managed to raise his sword.

His quick recovery surprised her, and she parried the sword with her daggers, using his momentum to put some distance between herself and Alvin. Her movement was just a little too slow, and although his sword missed Alvin was still able to smack her across her face. The hit skewed Kata's landing and she fell onto her back, one of her daggers sliding away from her.

"Kata!" Vorg shouted as Alvin swung his sword again.

Kata rolled to her feet and shrugged the shield off her back just in time. Alvin's sword crashed into her shield loudly, and Kata braced herself against him, knowing already this tactic was hopeless. One of the first things she had learned from sparring with Dagur was that she was not as strong as them, and stood no chance at winning in a contest of pure strength.

Kata grimaced as Alvin forced her down to one knee, shield above her head. She needed another plan quickly, and suddenly had an idea. The girl took a breath and relaxed her grip on the shield just enough to allow Alvin to knock it out of her hand and send it skittering away. She fell to the ground and Alvin put a foot on her chest, sword raised to her throat.

"You might have got the first blood girl, but it looks to be that I'll get the last," Alvin smiled.

Vorg's hand went to his sword, and he took a step forward. It didn't matter if the match became invalidated, but his failure was part of the reason why Dagur was dead and Vord did not want to fail his niece as he had failed his nephew.

Kata laughed suddenly at Alvin in a quiet, smug way. "Don't you wish it would be so easy Alvin."

Alvin narrowed his eyes and Kata flicked her empty right hand that had previously held a dagger. One of her throwing blades hidden by the sleeves of the jacket fell into her hand, and with a quick flick of the wrist she threw it upward. Her move forced Alvin to jump back to avoid getting a knife in the throat, and freed Kata as she knew it would.

Continuing with her new battle plan she kicked a leg up to the side of Alvin's knee, and heard something crack from the force. Alvin swung at her, but his sword merely scratched against the ground as Kata rolled out of the way. When she rolled onto her stomach she pushed herself to her feet without breaking the smooth movement, and sheathed her remaining dagger and unbuttoned the one button of her jacket that had been closed.

Her movement when she opened her jacket revealed the throwing knives that lined the inside of the cloth, and the number of them made Alvin stare. She had been hiding weapons in her jacket after all. With a blood-hungry smile she drew two of the many knives and threw both of them at Alvin, drawing another two before her first set even hit him. Alvin jumped to one side to dodge them, and his move made Kata chuckle in delight.

"My brother's not the only one who likes playing with knives." Kata promised Alvin as she raised her next set, smiling just like Dagur tended to do in battle.

Somehow, Alvin managed to hit one with his sword and dodge the other one. With the addition of blades being thrown, the group that had encircled them skittered back to avoid getting hit accidently by Kata. Merrik was just starting to smile, thinking that now that Alvin was on the defense Kata should be able to win. All she needed was a solid hit to Alvin's throat or face and this match would be over. It should have been simple for her, for she, like Dagur, had good aim when it came to throwing knives.

Alvin tried to move in for a strike as Kata threw another two, and he let himself take a hit to one arm to slash at her. Kata attempted to dance from his blade as she had been doing, but her foot slid unexpectedly on the dagger she had lost earlier. She stumbled, but managed to catch herself before she fell. Her save meant she wasn't able to move aside fast enough, and blood splashed on the black ground.

Kata stumbled back from the sudden pain as Alvin's sword slashed her side. Her vest had taken some of the sting, but Kata still cringed and hopped away from a second swing. She was not going to let Alvin beat her and take her people from her, never. As her conviction grew, the feeling of pain dulled and she smiled as if she enjoyed the wound as her Berserker blood spiked.

Two more blades were thrown at Alvin, and he had to dodge them again. One of the blades Savage blocked with the bone that doubled as a club, and he stared at the throwing blade embedded so deep in blade it had gone straight through it to the hilt. He had barely managed to stop the blade before it hit his nose, and his hands started shaking.

Unaware of the panic she was casing the crowd, Kata's foot kicked against the shield that she had dropped earlier. A new plan took place of wasting her knives, and even through her Berserker blood Kata was able to change tactics once more. She jumped behind her shield and kicked it into the air with her foot as Alvin swung.

His swing connected solidly with her shield as Kata caught it, and the strength behind the blow made her arm go partially numb. Working with the force instead of against it, Kata hit the ground and rolled to one side. She could feel her tunic becoming soaked with blood, but did not flinch away.

With one hand she drew another throwing blade, noting that she was running out of blades so this had better work, and held it in the same hand that had her shield. She loosened her grip on the shield and threw both the shield and dagger at Alvin viciously. This was her favorite move, and one of the ones that had taken her the longest to perfect.

Both the shield and dagger were thrown at the same trajectory with the dagger hidden under the shield's shadow. The larger shield hid the blade from sight as both flew horizontally towards Alvin. Alvin couldn't' see the blade, and assumed she had only thrown her shield as he was supposed to think.

_"__Remember Kata," _Dagur had told during one of their lessons in the forest._ "You're not strong enough to win with strength, so don't bother trying. Use your small size and speed, and your head. You're as crafty as Loki and as unpredictable, so use that in battle to win."_

Throwing a blade horizontally simply wasn't something that was done under normal circumstances, and Alvin didn't suspect the trap as he lazily swatted the shield aside with his sword. He had noticed she was running out of blades, and thought that if she had gotten this desperate then he was surely about to win. Kata smiled at Alvin's foolish action, for she knew that in order for this move to work she needed a certain measure of luck and cooperation from her target.

Alvin gasped then and leaned forward as her attack struck home. He slowly looked down. His shirt of chainmail did not go all the way to his waist, and Kata's blade had struck hit his exposed red tunic. Kata's throws were viciously strong, and just like with Savage's bone her dagger slipped between Alvin's ribs and sank right to the hilt.

Kata smiled at her luck, and jumped forward to press the attack. Alvin swung her sword to little avail and Kata easily avoided it, and grabbed the blade in his side. She dragged and twisted the blade as she jumped out of the range of Alvin's sword, widening the wound. With the dagger removed from the wound there wasn't anything to staunch the bleeding either, and blood began to drip to the ground at an alarming rate.

"What was that you were saying about drawing final blood Alvin?" Kata asked tauntingly, and lazily tossed the blade into the air.

It spun end over end, and the hilt ended up landing squarely in her palm. She let Alvin approach her, and landed back as he swung, seeing his sword pass within a centimeter of her face. Normally, Alvin would have been able to follow up with another swing but the damage dealt by Kata was catching up and a drop of blood rolled down from his lips. Once the sword finished its arc, Kata darted back in and kicked Alvin's knee again. The damaged joint finally snapped and Alvin collapsed onto one knee.

Dagur's advice came back to her. _"Fight to win Kata. You might not always be able to fight fair, but if you fight to win then you will."_

"And this is for Dagur," Kata hissed as she jumped forward and kicked Alvin's under the chin in an uppercut, snapping his head back.

The great Outcast Chief was thrown onto his back. Silence fell to the arena and Kata straightened her stance, and brushed a few strands of hair out of her face calmly. She returned the throwing blade in her hand to its place inside her jacket, and picked up Alvin's sword. It was heavier than Dagur's axe, but Kata had worked hard to increase her upper arm strength and was able to handle the new burden.

Vorg released his grip on his blade hilt as Kata walked over to Alvin. Things became even quieter, and everyone held their breath to see what Kata was going to do next. Alvin managed to force himself to sit up just as Kata raised his sword to his throat, forcing Alvin to freeze his positon. There was no doubt to Alvin from the glitter of insanity that reflected in the girl's eyes that she was indeed Dagur's sister.

The sword thrust downward, right into the rocky ground next to Alvin's head. Alvin slowly looked at the sword and then back to her."

"You might not have been the one to kill my brother, but knowing you, you likely were torturing him," Kata accuse the chief brazenly. "I'll have to hold off on killing you for now until I can return that favor."

She wrapped her hand around the hilt of her dagger and used it as a pair of brass knuckles to strengthen her blow as she punched Alvin between the eyes. Alvin's head jerked back, and he fell over backwards. He was soundly unconscious.

Kata looked back at the gathered troops and called out loudly. "Berserkers! To your ships! We return home!"

Vorg was the first to smile and repeat her call. "To the ships!"

The call was picked up and repeated by other troops. At last, Kata had gotten her armada back.

Trick jumped off of Arin's shoulder – nearly hitting the boy with his wings – and flew over to Kata. He dropped down and snatched up Kata's lost dagger and then perched on her shoulder. Kata took the dagger from the tiny dragon and held both bloody blades in her hands.

Still holding the blades, she looked over at Savage. He gulped at the sight of them, of the blood that stained her arms up to her elbows in messy streaks, and at the number of throwing blades still tucked inside her jacket. A few drops of blood fell from the daggers to the ground.

"We're leaving now," she informed Savage, "unless you Outcasts wish to stop us?"

Savage shook his head frantically and Kata smiled. Wordlessly she let her grp on her daggers relax and sheathed them before turning and walking towards the other Berserkers that were starting to head to the ship.

Vorg handed Kata her shield as she walked close to him, and with a nod of acceptance she slung it over her shoulder so it rested on her back again. Although she used a shield, she still agreed with Dagur that a true warrior didn't need to hide behind one. Trick squirmed until the shield was comfortably set and then laid down on her shoulders again.

"Kata," Vorg said quietly.

"Not now Captain," Kata replied briskly without a trace of her normal warmth in her voice as she was still in her 'battle mode.'

"Would you come on already?" Kata shouted up to Merrik with an irritated edge to her voice. "We're going to leave without you!"

"Coming Kata," Merrik called down

He replaced his arrow into the quiver that was safely tucked into the saddlebag, and slung his bow over his shoulder as he tapped his dragon on the shoulder to go. His dragon chirped in acknowledgment and flew off its perch. The dragon landed in front of Alvin, and Merrik waved at Kata that it would take a minute as he jumped out of the saddle and walked over to Alvin's limp form. When an Outcast stepped forward, his dragon growled at them and they quickly back up as a crab might. Merrik knelt by Alvin to look for his spyglass Alvin had taken.

Kata looked all of her throwing knives scattered around the battleground and snapped her fingers near Trick to catch his attention. When Trick chirped, Kata ordered "fetch" and pointed to one of her throwing knives. The dragon understood and hopped off of her shoulders to collect the blades.

Merrik ignored the dragon and as he removed his spyglass from Alvin's body with a smile. He looked up at Savage when the man gave a small shout. Trick had grabbed onto his bone to try and retrieve the throwing knife embedded in it, and Savage didn't want to give it up. With a sight at his immaturity, Merrik walked over to Savage and tore throwing blade free.

He offered the blade to Trick, and the dragon took it in one of his forelimbs and then went to get the next one. Merrik glanced at the scratches on Savage's right arm, and realized that with the blood cleared he could see that the injuries seemed to have been made by human fingernails. That confused him as he thought the injuries had been made by a dragon in the North pens, and then Merrik became even more confused when he realized that there weren't any dragons in the North pens.

What had injured him if the pens were supposed to be empty, and why was he there in the first place? Was there a human in there as the injuries suggested? Merrik knew that this was no time for an interrogation, so he let it rest for now and mounted up on his dragon again after he tucked the spyglass into a saddlebag.

By this time, Trick had collected all of Kata's throwing blades and returned to her. He hovered in place as Kata took them back and lazily tucked them into her belt. She'd put them into their proper sheathes later.

Her head spun from the injury to her side, but Kata shook it off. Come on you wimp, she scolded herself, it's just a flesh wound. Alvin's sword merely grazed your rib, grow up!

Out loud, she said to Merrik, "Circle above the fleet until they're underway. If you see any Outcasts readying their defenses you can shoot first and ask questions later."

"Got it," Merrik nodded.

"Nice dragon by the way," Kata added.

"Thanks," Merrik grinned, "nice shadowthrow."

Shadowthrow was the impromptu term that had been dubbed onto her earlier move of throwing a blade hidden in the shield's shadow.

"Hey!" Savage whined at Merrik. "You're on our side!"

Merrik twisted in the saddle and looked at him with a '_you-really-believed-that-you-gullible-idiot'_ look.

"First Alvin gets defeated by a 90-pound boy and now by a 90-pound girl," Merrik sighed and shook his head. "He's such a strong warrior. Be sure to thank him for giving me my dragon for me."

Savage swallowed and didn't speak again as the rider took off and headed over to the harbor.

"Savage," Kata addressed him.

Savage jumped to attention.

"Give Alvin my regards as well when he wakes up, will you?" Kata said smugly.

Savage did something akin to a nod, so Kata waved goodbye and started walking back to her ships, trying to hide the limp she was developing with moderate success.

* * *

><p><strong>How many of you are going Pengping that's not possible, you're just BSing it since there's no way a little girl can beat a seasoned warrior like Alvin. Most of you, right?<strong>

**That's exactly the mindset Alvin had. If you are so confident as to dismiss an opponent before you fight, if you believe there is no way for them to win, then it never crosses your mind to be on guard because you might lose. That gives your opponent plenty of an opening. ****Plus, Kata doesn't fight like anyone else, like keeping her shield on her back as she fights or purposefully letting Alvin pin her to the ground with his sword at her throat. **

**I will also say that she really enjoyed tearing Alvin to pieces. ****Kata is not always psyco like Dagur, but she has her moments. Imagine facing Kata in that Berserker mode when she throws open her jacket and reveals the rows of throwing blades lining the inside of it while she has that demented smile. That's a somewhat scary situation to have gotten into. **

**Now she has her fleet back, and sine she wants revenge for Dagur you can probably guess where she's going next. It's the island that was responsible for defeating Dagur and leaving him in Alvin's custody - Berk. **

**Merrik's really going to be hitting himself for deciding not to interrogate Savage's injuries because it was Dagur, who is their prisoner, who clawed Savage's arm. If he had pushed the matter then Kata might have learned then that Dagur was alive, but alas, Loki's luck is ever-changing.**


	4. A Well-Planned Ambush

Kata cringed an hour later as she tugged a new tunic over her head. A wave slapped at the hull of the ship she was on and her hand brushed against the cut on her side. Pain shot through her side and she had to wait for everything to stop spinning before she could move again.

This tunic was red instead of blue, but it was free of blood and if she did start to bleed again, the color should help hide it. There was a knock on the door and Kata called, "come in," as she finished pulling her arm through the sleeve.

The door opened and Merrik poked his head in. When he saw that Kata was dressed, he walked in. In one hand was Kata's leather vest. The blood had been washed out and the rip from Alvin's sword had been mended.

"Here you are," he held it out to her.

"Thanks," Kata said quietly.

She looked at the inside of the vest where it was lined with dragon scales. Some of the scales were damaged from where Alvin's sword. It had been luck when the sword had grazed off her rib, but she smiled at how surprised Alvin must have been when his sword barely hurt her.

Kata carefully put the vest on, wincing at the movement. The scales she lined it with were Deadly Nadder, and while it might be more fragile than other dragons it was lighter and easy to come by. Lining her otherwise weak leather vest with dragon scales to increase its protection was her idea. With the lining on the inside, the enemy couldn't see it either and thought it was merely a leather vest.

"How's your side?" Merrik asked.

"The vest took most of the kinetic force," Kata grumbled. "It's stopped bleeding, but I might need a few stitches when we get home."

She laced up the vest tightly, using the compression to help with the wound.

"Our dear healer's probably going to have her hands full tending to all of the other warriors," Merrik warned. "The Outcasts didn't have a real healer so a lot of our injuries never got looked at."

Kata leaned against the wall of the ship. "That makes sense, and Outcast is such a dead island that I doubt there are many medicinal herbs there."

"None," Merrik gave a sad smile. "Jodi's a good healer though, I'm sure that she'll take a moment to tend the Chief's battle wound though."

"I hope she does," Kata sighed while Trick flew over and landed on her shoulders. "How far away are we from home?"

"We're almost to Berk," Merrik said, "So about a third of the way home."

"Berk," Kata frowned.

Berk meant Stoick, Hiccup, and _the Nightfury_. No, she scolded herself. Think about an invasion later. Her troops needed to recover before she had vengeance on Berk for Dagur's death.

"Make sure we're out of sight from the Berk coastline," Kata ordered, "and that the ships stay quiet. Have the men keep watch in shifts. Merrik, I want you and your dragon to lead a little diversion for Berk's riders…"

The five dragons of Berk flew in a 'v' formation over the sea.

"This is boring!" Snotlout shouted over the wind. "Why are we even looking for this thing?"

Hiccup looked at Snotlout seriously as Toothless flapped his wings to fight the breeze. "Just because the Screaming Death is back with its mother doesn't mean it won't cause any trouble."

"They've likely found their own island by now," Snotlout continued.

"Yes," Astrid interrupted, "and we need to make sure it's not Berk or anywhere close enough to Berk to be a problem."

"Why?" Tuffnut asked, "That thing's so cool!"

"Yeah!" Ruffnut exclaimed in agreement, "it eats islands!"

"That's why we don't want it near Berk," Fishlegs shot back.

Hiccup let the other riders argue. He could almost feel a headache coming. The idea to do one last Screaming Death patrol was not going over well. Toothless trilled at him quietly.

"Yeah bud," Hiccup sighed, "they're driving me crazy to."

Watching from a safe distance, Merrik looked over the group of five dragons. This was good. All of Berk's dragon riders were in one place. Kata's orders were clear for him: lead the Berk riders to the North and East while the Berserker fleet sails past Berk to the West and heads South. Don't kill any riders unless you have to, as that would anger them. Lead them away and once you're sure they'll keep chasing you in the wrong direction, lose them and rejoin the fleet.

Merrik checked to make sure his quiver was in the saddlebag and that his bow was secure before gently ordering his dragon down to the riders. His dragon tucked in her wings and dove.

"Would all of you _please_ stop?" Hiccup tossed the question to where the twins and Astrid were arguing.

A dragon suddenly gave from nowhere and flew down right past Toothless so close it almost hit one of Toothless's wings. Toothless gave a shriek of surprise and sheared sideways, jerking Hiccup against the saddle. The other dragon riders flew back as the attacking dragon wheeled around to face off against Berk. It was one rider against five.

The rider had ash-blonde hair and his dragon had feathers that rippled from ruby to black. It had a long whip like tail and lizard like face with sky blue cat eyes. This was a type of dragon that the Berkians had not encountered before.

Hiccup looked in surprise, not at the dragon but at the boy sitting on its back. This was… this was _another_ dragon rider. Where did he come from? How? Despite Alvin's efforts, Berk was still the only one who really tamed dragons.

Merrik raised his bow, arrow nocked. "Hey Berkians! My Chief says hello."

He drew the bowstring back so his fingers brushed his cheek and released. The arrow shot through the air straight to Astrid. Not only did this arrow fly faster than a crossbow bolt, but its aim was truer and it hit home. Astrid jerked back in the saddle and Stormfly shrieked and ducked down.

"Astrid!" Hiccup shouted while Toothless shot a plasma blast at the enemy dragon.

Toothless's opponent easily sheared sideways, while Merrik nocked another arrow and pulled the bowstring to his cheek. Barf and Belch suddenly hit him with one of their attacks, throwing off Merrik's next arrow. It hit only air and the sudden jolt almost made Merrik drop his bow.

Astrid looked down at her skull-emblazoned shoulder pad. It was dented from Merrik's arrow. If she hadn't been wearing the pads then it would have been far worse, but all it did was annoy her now.

"Stormfly, spine shot!" She ordered

The next few minutes dissolved into a dragon fight of blows being shot and dodged. His dragon spat a blue ball of flame at the Monstrous Nightmare as it tried to close in.

"Skye," Merrik ordered his dragon, "feather darts!"

His dragon sharpened the feathers on her tail so they went from being soft and fluffy to sharp as blades, and flicked her tail. Three sharpened feathers flew through the air towards the Gronkel.

"Meatlug drop!" Fishlegs shouted.

Meatlug stopped flying and instantly dropped down. The feather darts missed.

Merrik didn't have any illusions about being able to defeat all five riders – especially not with a Nightfury among their number – but he wasn't trying to defeat them. All he needed to do was distract them. As Hiccup and Toothless maneuvered to fly alongside them, Merrik drew back another arrow. Hiccup had his shield off his back and held it protectively in front of his body.

Merrik smiled as he released his arrow. He wasn't aiming at Hiccup though, and his arrow successfully hit Toothless in the side. Toothless screeched as the arrow embedded itself deeply.

Quickly, Merrik turned the bow horizontal and drew two of his throwing needles that were mounted onto his arms bracers. When Hiccup shifted his shield so he could look down at Toothless's new injury Merrik threw them. One of them grazed the side of Hiccup's neck and the other one got him right in his arm. It went clear through his arm and stuck there halfway in.

"Hiccup!" Astrid shouted.

Toothless struggled to fly. Each wingbeat drove the arrow in his side deeper. His tail flapped wildly as he tried to stay airborne. Eventually, he dove down and snapped out his wings to glide.

Merrik's dragon did a backwards somersault to dodge more spines from Astrid and her Nadder and then swung left so that the Monstrous Nightmare's fire missed. Then Merrik locked his bow onto his saddle as his dragon got close to Toothless.

Hiccup looked down at the arrow and then looked up suddenly in shock as Merrik stood in his dragon's saddle and jumped off of it. It didn't understand instantly what Merrik was doing as he landed on Toothless's wing until he ran at Hiccup. All it took was a single step to reach Hiccup, and then he grabbed the Berkian and dragged him free of Toothless saddle.

Hiccup's shield slipped from his grasp as he fell backwards off of Toothless, and watched as Toothless's tail fin collapsed. Toothless started to fall through the air as well as Merrik pushed Hiccup away from him. Merrik's dragon dove underneath, neatly catching Merrik on his back and then beating his wings and gaining altitude.

"Toothless!" Hiccup shouted and held out his hands as Toothless fell beside him, desperate to reach the saddle and the stirrup with the tail controls.

Astrid twisted in her saddle just in time to see Toothless and Hiccup crash into the ocean.

Merrik whistled loudly, drawing Astrid's horrified gaze up to him. "Hey Berkian! You can choose to save him or catch me! Last time I checked Strike-Class dragons don't swim and neither do boys with a metal leg."

With that, he tapped a few fingers on his dragon's back and the two of them caught a Jetstream heading away. The wind carried his laughter back to the Berkian riders. Astrid was still in shock from his initial attacks, trying to understand why he had attacked. He was a rider they had never met, who had no known alliances, and he had just dropped Hiccup and Toothless into the ocean.

"You three get them out of the water!" Astrid shouted at the other riders as she and Stormfly took off after the enemy rider.

Merrik glanced back and smiled when he saw Astrid following him. A wild race ensued as they wove around the seastacks. As per his ordesr, he led Astrid Norht and East. The direction he took was actually the way to Outcast Island, and if Kata's plan worked as it should then the Berkians would think he was fleeing there since he was from there.

"Stormfly, spine shot!" Astrid ordered.

Stormfly obeyed her and shot a volley of blue spines at the Rider. The Rider easily dodged the attack. Merrik flipped around in the saddle so he was facing Astrid and nocked an arrow.

"You can't hit while you're on dragon back," Astrid scoffed.

She set a hand on Stormfly, on a spot behind her crest of spines. The single spine shot worked and Stormfly took her cue and shot.

Merrik didn't nudge his dragon to dodge. He took aim. Just like always, he felt a silent calm and the only thing he could hear was his heartbeat. His finger released the string and the whoosh of the arrow flying away reawakened his senses.

His aim was dead on. The arrow hit the single spine and deflected it harmlessly away. Astrid nudged her dragon and she flew beside the rider, stunned that he had managed to hit the spine.

Merrik took another arrow out and took aim as Astrid and Stormfly pulled away. Hitting them was not going to be an easy shot, since they were not flying on a straight predictable path as the spine had been. He shot, but it easily missed both dragon and rider.

Merrik had practiced on ground and on a ship, but shooting while in flight was still new to him. With a hiss, he relaxed his pull on the bowstring. He couldn't hit her, she was simply moving too much. Suddenly he remembered his father telling him that he couldn't be an archer, and had to learn to fight with a sword like all Berserkers.

Merrik didn't like fighting with a sword. He could hardly hold it right let alone fight with it. In the end, he had convinced his father to let him be an archer and so his father had made him his longbow. _I am the best archer in my tribe, and I've brought down dragons with my arrows before. Being on a dragon myself instead of on the ground doesn't mean I can't do this._

He raised the bow again, and drew back the arrow. All the other sounds faded away until all he heard was his slow and steady heartbeat. An archer couldn't afford to let his heartbeat rise and his adrenaline take control, or he might miss. One beat per second – that was what his heartbeat was at.

He focused the aim on the rider and not the dragon. What he needed to do was lure the riders away. Killing someone would only anger Berk. His heartbeat increased, and Merrik took a breath to calm it. One beat per second. Astrid turned her dragon hard right to dodge a seastack. One beat per second. The arrow released and it leapt straight at its target.

The shrieks of dragons and beats of the wings masked the whistle of an arrow until it was too late. Astrid screamed as the bolt embedded itself in her side. Her dragon was in a turn, not flying level and the shock of the arrow hitting her made her grip slip.

As her dragon jerked to dodge a flame from Merrik's dragon, Astrid slipped from the saddle. She reached out a hand to grab the hand loops and missed. How could he hit me in the middle of a battle maneuver, Astrid thought distantly as she started falling through the air.

Merrik lowered his bow with a satisfied nod. He might not be able to do much more then hold a sword right, but he knew how to shoot fine.

"Stormfly!" Astrid shouted.

Merrik let the Nadder dive down after her rider. Stormfly wasn't able to catch Astrid before she splashed into the water. The Nadder gave a pathetic squawk as its rider vanished beneath the waves. Astrid had been smart enough to take a breath before she had hit the water, and she managed to swim to the surface. Red tainted the blue sea, and pain swamped her senses as she broke through the surface.

Stormfly was hovering there. When she saw her rider in the water the dragon let Astrid grab ahold of her foot. The Nadder pulled her out of the water and got a firm grip on Astrid's shoulders.

Stormfly flew Astrid to one of the seastacks and gently set her rider down. Astrid was able to take a breath and look back at the rider. He was smiling, holding his bow in his hand. Grinning, he waved goodbye at Astrid and flew off towards Outcast Island.

Astrid wanted to order Stormfly to take off after him, but the pain in her side stopped her. Wincing, she looked down. Her blue shirt was stained red and it was growing like a rose blossoming. The arrow had gone straight through her side.

She grimaced and tore off a strip of her soaked tunic and tied it around her side.

"Stormfly," Astrid ordered with defeat in her voice as she carefully climbed back into the saddle, "Home!"

Astrid just hoped that the others had managed to get Hiccup and Toothless out of the water.

* * *

><p><strong>Skye, the name of Merrik's dragon, is kind of like the typical four-legged giant-winged dragon from Eastern literature only she's covered in feathers over her scales. <strong>

**With Merrik on her side, Kata now has access to a dragon trainer who can teach her how to train more dragons, and will happily do so. She does not want Berk to know she has a dragon rider or her armada back because after everything that happened with Dagur, such as Berk hiding the fact they were riding dragons, she's not in the mood to trust Stoick. **

**As for Merrik, the Berk riders so underestimated him. With Hiccup out of the picture, things fell apart pretty quick for Berk. Berk isn't used to fighting dragon vs dragon, and they're not used to getting hurt in battle. Normally in battle, they get out unscathed but not this time.**


	5. Blood in the Water

Hiccup hit the water hard with a ringing head and a sore arm. Toothless nearly landed on top of him. Water surrounded him and Hiccup kicked his feet to try and swim, and Toothless thrashed in the water as he also tried to swim.

Hiccup grabbed ahold of Toothless's harness to help stay afloat. "Toothless! It-it's okay bud. Just calm down!"

One of Toothless's wings came down and slammed into Hiccup, dunking him again. Hiccup wasn't able to take a breath and accidently tried to breathe once he was underwater. He tried to surface again, but his metal leg was still weighing him down.

He coughed, but one of Toothless's wings hit him again, making his head spin. Hiccup tried to breathe, but water in his lungs making him sputter and cough. Shadows danced around his sight.

Toothless realized what he had done and dove underneath to grab Hiccup. He saw his human brother floundering underwater, and saw him outstretch his hands towards Toothless. The water was red around him from his injuries.

Then the dragon saw Hiccup stop struggling. His eyes closed and he went limp. A few bubbles escaped from his lips as his human brother sank deeper into the water. Toothless dove after him, ignoring the pain in his side and gently grabbed one of his arms.

With effort, he beat his wings and dragged Hiccup to the surface. He held Hiccup's head above water, trying to make sure he could breathe. Toothless made little noises, and looked up as three of his fellow dragon pack with their human kin flew down to him.

Toothless was scared. His human brother wasn't breathing.

With effort, Barf and Belch worked with Hookfang to pull Toothless out of the water. They were holding him by his wings, claws cutting into it, but Toothless didn't care. Fishlegs reached out and took Hiccup from his grip.

Struggling not to hit each other as they flapped their wings, the dragons holding Toothless dropped him onto a sea stack. Toothless landed hard, but wasn't aware of pain. He raised his head and tried to walk over to where Fishlegs had landed with Hiccup. His legs gave out from under him, and he couldn't fold his injured wings.

Fishlegs gently set Hiccup on the ground as he got off Meatlug. Hiccup wasn't moving, wasn't breathing. Toothless let out a cry. His human couldn't be dead, he couldn't be… Not because Toothless had knocked him underwater…

* * *

><p>Stoick stood in front of Gobber's blacksmith shop, overlooking the ocean. It was a soothing sight. A black dot appeared on the horizon in front of him, and he narrowed his eyes. There was a dragon incoming. It turned into Hookfang and Snotlout.<p>

"Coming in hot!" Snotlout warned.

Hookfang didn't even try to slow down. He crash landed on the stone plaza and Snotlout went flying off of the saddle to crash onto the stones. Snotlout tumbled and landed on the stones.

"Snotlout!" Stoick shouted.

Wincing, Snotlout forced himself to stand up. Stoick knelt by the boy's side.

"Hiccup got shot down!" Snotlout shouted. "Toothless is injured! He can't fly. Hiccup h-he wasn't breathing. He can't swim…"

Snotlout looked down. It didn't click for Stoick. He just couldn't grasp what Snotlout had said.

Snotlout shook his head. "T-They need help! Astrid chasing after the one who took him down! I'm the fastest next to her. Y-you need to tell Gothi, and Toothless took an arrow. I don't know if he's still alive even. The injuries were bad. There was a lot of blood in the water."

His voice trembled and broke off in fear. Snotlout wasn't used to being injured in battle either. Normally Berk escaped uninjured, but not this time.

"I-I need a tarp," Snotlout stuttered. "We have to carry Toothless back. Gobber!"

Gobber had already come out of the forge to see what the racket was, and now ran back inside to find a tarp.

"Who attacked them?" Stoick demanded.

"Another dragon rider," Snotlout said, "an archer. He took out Hiccup so fast…"

Gobber came out then, dragging the tarp behind him. Hookfang flew over and grabbed the tarp with his talons and Snotlout scrambled into his saddle.

"I'll come… with… you…" Stoick tried to say.

He remembered painfully that he didn't have Thornado anymore, and when Snotlout hesitated he nodded at the boy to go on without him. Hookfang spread his wings and the two of them flew off hard and fast, leaving Stoick to look helplessly after him. He wished he still had Thornado. Stoick knew better than to try and mope however.

"Alert Gothi that she has patient's incoming," he said quietly as he watched Snotlout and Hookfang vanish from sight.

Hookfang flew hard and fast to where Hiccup and Toothless had been left. Hiccup was breathing now, but still unconscious. Snotlout felt immensely relived when he saw Hiccup's chest rise and fall.

"Astrid, can you fly on your own?" Fishlegs asked as he finished bandaging up her side.

"I should be able to make it back to the village," Astrid said.

Her voice was moist from the blood that had seeped into her lungs and a drop of blood rolled down between her lips. Fishlegs didn't entirely believe her, but couldn't do much about it.

"I can carry Hiccup," he offered. "Meatlug can take two."

"All right," Astrid said as she climbed back onto her dragon.

Fishlegs ran over to Hiccup and Tuffnut helped pull him into the saddle. Even the Twins were all out of pranks. Toothless limped over and collapsed onto the tarp. His wings were now badly torn, but the main injury was the arrow. The arrow was perilously close to his heart, and embedded up to the fletching nearly. He needed medical help even worse than Hiccup.

"Take off," Fishlegs ordered as Meatlug opened his wings and took off.

The other dragon riders hesitantly did. Hookfang and Barf and Belch grabbed the tarp, and flew just as fast as they could. Meatlug unfortunately couldn't fly very fast, and Stormfly had to take her time so Astrid didn't fall off.

Hookfang and the Zippleback got to Berk first and tried to land gently. Gobber and Stoick were already running over.

Stoick took command. "Snotlout, have Hookfang drag Toothless over. He needs medical attention. Where's my son?"

"He's coming," Tuff called out as he and Ruff got off their dragon and backed out of the way.

"I'm going back out," Snotlout announced once the tarp was untangled from Hookfang's claws. "Astrid got shot to."

"Go," Stoick agreed.

No sooner did Hookfang fly off did Meatlug's shadow fall overhead. Rather than land on the ground, Fishlegs directed Meatlug to take Hiccup straight to Gothi. Every one of Stoick's instincts as a father screamed to go to Gothi and check in on his son, but his instincts as a chief took over. There was nothing he could do for Hiccup at the moment. Even if he ran all the way to Gothi's hut or got one of the riders to take him he'd do little more than get in Gothi's way. After a short struggle, Stoick forced himself to turn his back to Gothi's hut and confront Ruff and Tuff.

"You two better tell me what's going on right now," he ordered them.

* * *

><p>The two fidgeted nervously, and then nodded agreement.<p>

It was far too long for Stoick by the time he was able to go back home where his son was resting. According to Gothi, Hiccup's worst injuries were the needles to his arm and the after effects of drowning.

Toothless was in more severe condition, but Gobber had managed to remove the arrow from the rogue rider without too much trouble. It would be some time before Toothless could move, and even longer before he could fly, but he would also be okay.

Astrid was a different story. The arrow had gone straight through her side rather than embed itself in it, so there had been nothing to staunch the bleeding on the flight back to Gothi. She had lost too much blood and would be laid up for several days. Unlike Hiccup and Toothless she had yet to regain consciousness, and Stoick worried.

When Stoick thought about how different things could have gone, he saw red. A rogue rider, not bearing the colors or crest of any known tribe, had attacked Berk's riders for no reason and nearly killed his son and Toothless. For that rider's sake he had better not come back to Berk, but what could Stoick do to him even if he did?

Without Thornado he had no dragon and could do little more than shout at him. Stoick missed Thornado sharply as he walked up the stairs to his son's room and knocked on the wall.

"Yes?" Hiccup asked with a voice still hoarse from swallowing seawater.

Stoick stepped into his son's room. "It's me."

"Hi dad," Hiccup greeted Stoick with a tired smile.

He had propped himself up with his pillow, and was holding an arrow in his hands. His injured arm was in a sling and bandaged.

"How are you doing?" Stoick asked nervously.

"I'm fine," Hiccup shrugged and ran the fingers of his good arm across the length of the shaft. "Gobber said Toothless was doing alright, but how's Astrid?"

"She hasn't regained consciousness yet," Stoick admitted.

Hiccup's fingers tightened on the arrow, but he didn't say anything.

Stoick looked at the arrow Hiccup was staring so intently at. "Son, is that?"

"The arrow that rogue rider shot Toothless with?" Hiccup finished for his father, "yeah. Gobber gave it to me once he removed it."

"May I?" Stoick asked.

Hiccup held out the arrow and Stoick took it. He looked it over. The arrow was perfectly straight, and tipped with a normal metal arrowhead. Its shaft was made of fir and the feathers that fletched it were two raven and one cardinal.

"I've never seen cardinal and raven feathers used together before," Stoick apprised and handed it back to Hiccup. "It's very odd choices."

Hiccup's eyes lit up. "That means that there aren't very many people using the combination, maybe just the one rider. If I find the person using these arrows then I find out who attacked us."

It was a start of a plan at least. The rest of a plan soon followed, but Hiccup didn't mention it to his father. Stoick would turn him down, and Hiccup needed to rest for right now. Once he rested he could continue on his investigation by visiting the only other island he knew was training dragons – Outcast.

* * *

><p><strong>Wow this chapter was so painful to write. It's probably painful for you to read to, seeing so many chapter breaks. I know each break changes a POV but meh, hard chapter. The next one should be sooner in coming and a little easier to read.<strong>

**The only important thing here is that Merrik left one of his arrows behind, so when Hiccup takes the arrow to Outcast he should be able to find someone there who remembers that the arrow was Merrik. Whether or not Hiccup gets that lucky has yet to be determined. **


	6. Total Victory

Sitting atop a cliff overlooking the sea to the north, a young Berserker boy nine years old lay in the branches of an oak tree and watched the glassy ocean. It was sunny out today, and a light breeze ruffled his white hair. His hair was such a startling shade of pure white that it almost seemed to glow on its own.

He straightened suddenly, and fished out his spyglass from his satchel. When he raised the spyglass to the horizon he was rewarded with the sight of a ship sailing under the Berserker sail. More ships appeared beside the one until the entire horizon seemed to be comprised of Berserker ships.

"She did it," the boy said contently.

He replaced his spyglass back into his satchel and carefully climbed down the tree. As soon as his feet touched the ground he was off running to the southern side of Berserk where the village was. Their Chief had gotten the armada back.

He suddenly slid to a stop on the dry leaves covering the forest floor. The light that filtered through the canopy had a distinct green tint to it, although a few shafts of pure golden light slipped through the leaves. What about the blood?

Three days ago he had had one of his visions, and in that vision there had been blood on the black rock of Outcast Island. Was it his chief's blood, or Outcast? Was his chief okay?

Although he could catch glimpses of the future, he could not control when he got them or what they were. He had seen the blood and the image of the Berserker armada showing up on the horizon as it had a few minutes ago, but little more. Whose blood was it that he had seen?

He tilted his head back towards the approaching armada and then resumed his course back to the village.

* * *

><p>Kata was standing on the bow of Vorg's ship hours later when it and the rest of the armada pulled into the harbor. Her shield was on her back again and Trick was draped around her shoulders, head resting in his paws. Standing at the stern was Merrik, and his dragon Skye had sat itself down like a cat at his shoulder. Wouldn't her tribe be surprised to see a dragon with a saddle wearing the Berserker colors?<p>

There were so many boats in the armada that the fishing craft were locked onto the docks and the Berserks were able to reach land by jumping from one deck to another until they got to a ship that had managed to land at a dock.

The docks themselves were absolutely full of the Berserker villagers, mostly shield-maidens and children. All of them were waving and calling, and the noise was astounding.

"Wow," Kata whispered to the person walking up behind her. "There are so many… It looks like everyone's here."

"Can you blame them?" Captain Vorg chuckled at the wonder in Kata's eyes. "You managed to bring their families home, and all of our surviving ships. Behind me stands not only a dragon rider, but a trainer. When they learn of how you tore Alvin to ribbons to regain the fleet their cheers will get even louder. This is what I call a total victory."

"A total victory you say?" Kata said thoughtfully and looked at the boards of the ship's deck. "We're one person short of a total victory."

Vorg knew the person Kata was talking about was Dagur. Kata would never consider this a victory, not with her brother dead. The siblings had always been unnaturally close, and Kata was obviously hurting from her brother's murder.

The boat scraped against the dock and _Wolfwind_'s ropes were thrown to some of the crowd on the docks. It was fastened quickly, and Kata waved at her people with a smile. Her movement made the cheers grow louder, and although she looked off-guard by the warm reception she did her best to hide it.

White hair bobbed through the crowd, and the villagers respectfully parted to let a young Berserker boy through.

"Leif," Kata greeted the white haired boy. "You look troubled. Are you alright?"

"There was blood," Leif remarked idly with one finger in his mouth.

Kata smiled and put a hand to the vest Merrik had fixed, "most likely Alvin's."

"Alvin?" A Berserker woman Dagur's age asked.

"Aye Jodi," Kata nodded.

Just like with Leif, the crowd let her by unhindered. Although village did not know about Leif's visions, they gave him instant respect for his amazing ability to stare down any dragon and make it bow to him as if he were an alpha dragon. Jodi's respect had been earned by the village from her role as chief healer. Her storm gray eyes narrowed on Kata's side.

"What happened?" She asked tartly.

"Alvin wouldn't turn over the armada to me," Kata shrugged, "so I convinced him otherwise."

"Uh huh," Jodi crossed her arms dubiously. "How exactly did you convince Alvin?"

"Um," Kata chewed the right side of her lower lip, unsure how to explain.

"Kata defeated Alvin in single combat, and won the rights back to the armada," Vorg announced loudly before Kata could stop him.

Kata made a small stuttering noise, and held out her hands towards Vorg as if to warn him down.

"What?" Jodi's eyebrows shot straight up.

Kata dropped her hands to her side and looked down at her boots. "Yes."

Word was passed to those who hadn't heard Vorg's announcement and just as Vorg had predicted, the cheers grew louder. Kata looked like she wanted to hide behind her shield. After darting around her eyes a few times and realizing that the cheers on the docks were being echoed by the troops on the boots, she dropped her eyes and scratched Trick under the chin so she wouldn't have to make eye contact with anyone.

Vorg gazed at his young chief in amazement. Were Kata's cheeks turning _red_? He had never, ever seen her get so flustered before. This was likely the first time this had happened though since it was normally Dagur's name being cheered. Poor Kata, he hadn't meant to embarrass her so.

The cheers suddenly faltered and everyone on the lower docks where _Wolfwind_ was stepped back. It seemed that Skye had finally moved and been seen. In a mood to play to the crowd, Merrik put his foot in the stirrup and climbed into Skye's saddle. Leif was the only one who stepped forward, and the boy walked fearlessly to _Wolfwind_.

Kata looked truly relieved to have the sudden attention removed from her. She didn't deserve the cheers, not after failing her brother.

"Who's this?" Leif asked Merrik and held out a hand to Skye.

"This is Skye," Merrik introduced. "She's mine."

"She's pretty," Leif purred.

Skye was pretty, so to speak. Her body was covered in feathers that rippled from black to ruby and had surprisingly blue eyes that were the color of a clear sky. There was a large crest of feathers behind her head akin to a Deadly Nadder's, and her tapered and elongated head was set on a serpentine neck.

Four limbs were set on the ground, and each paw had ivory talons instead of the usual black ones. The tail was whip like and had a small horizontal fan of feathers on the end. Unlike most dragons, she had no overbite or under bite and her ivory shark like teeth were hidden perfectly when she closed her jaws. A small pair of ivory horns swept straight backwards on her head.

Skye chirped and wiggled her tail appreciatively at the compliment. She spread her feathery wings folded on her back and bowed to Leif, just as all dragons tended to do. Leif giggled and returned the bow.

Leif's actions soothed the crowd of any immediate fears, and the Berserkers now inched forward to the sight of Merrik on dragonback, and to Kata. She was quickly swamped with questions, and Vorg stepped up behind her to try and help his niece with the crowd. While the noise level from the crowd continued to rise Leif hopped aboard the ship and walked over to Merrik.

Skye lowered her finely-proportioned head and Leif stroked her, running his fingers through the feathers. "Berk isn't the only dragon riders anymore, are they?"

"Nope," Merrik grinned. "With luck I should be able to talk Kata into letting me train more riders."

Leif nodded absentmindedly and looked Merrik over to make sure that he was fine, and that the blood he had seen in his vision was not his friend's. It didn't look like it was.

"What?" Merrik asked curiously.

Leif shook it off, and then raised his eyes when he Willem walked over to him. "Hello brother."

"Leif," Willem returned happily. "Long time no see. Were you worried? You can't have been though, since a vision would have warned you."

"I don't control when I see things or what I see," Leif reminded his brother in his usual soft voice. "I actually have an idea to fix that. You know I got my visions after that Monstrous Nightmare killed me, so maybe if I die a second time they'll become even clearer."

Willem and Merrik stared at Leif. Leif's body language and tone were emotionless and perfectly serious. As ever, it was impossible to tell if he was being serious.

"I'm not being serious," Leif admitted after a few seconds of letting the two squirm. "Father's looking for you."

"Dace? Of course he is," Willem rolled his eyes. "He's in the forge again, right? Knowing Jodi though, he'll have to wait for I fear she'll want to look everyone over."

"She better look at Kata first," Merrik remarked seriously. "As high a tolerance to pain as she has, Alvin still managed a hit."

As he spoke he ran his fingers over the arrows in his quiver, counting how many he touched. It seemed he had lost six arrows in his attack on Berk's riders. He made a mental note to restock his quiver with the spare arrows he had back home and lowered his hand back to Skye's saddle.

Skye spread her leaf-shaped membraned wings in preparation to take off. There were no feathers on the blood red membrane, but plenty on the scaled part. Jodi caught sight of the dragon spreading her wings and drew a lip back.

"Merrik! Where are you going? I need to look you over." Jodi said warningly, not the least bit fazed by the fact Merrik was on a dragon.

"I'm not going anywhere," Merrik promised. "I thought it might be nice to have an eye in the sky helping direct all the boats."

Leif stepped back, and Skye beat her wings in a sharp downstroke. After a few wingbeats the two of them flew up high, and lazily circled the armada. While the other Berserkers skittered back when Skye took off, Leif only watched in curiosity and Jodi tssked in annoyance at Merrik's escape.

The conversation started again, even louder than before. Kata closed her eyes and took a deep breath to calm herself. When that failed she let her Berserker blood spike a little.

"SHUT UP!" She threw her head back and shouted at the top of her lungs.

Silence fell, and Kata massaged a temple.

"Thank you," she sighed. "Now, why don't we clear off the docks so that our soldiers can come onto dry land? I will explain what has happened."

"Not until I look you over," Jodi corrected. "You're bleeding."

Kata looked down at her side and sure enough, red was blossoming across the leather vest and dripping from her tunic. "Fine Jodi, after you stitch me up."

"Better," Jodi chided.

"All right everyone," Vorg repeated loudly. "You heard the chief. Let's clear off the docks so our men can come ashore. Jodi, I leave the rest to you."

"Wise idea," Jodi promised. "Come on Kata."

Jodi hooked an arm around Kata's and started dragging the young chief up the docks to her home and the medical ward within it. Kata let Jodi drag her. There was no way one could argue with her and win. As the chief healer, Jodi's authority trounced even the acting chief's.

Once they reached Jodi's home, Kata was escorted to one of the cots lined up on the first floor and instructed to strip. She did so with a sigh, taking off first her shield, jacket, arm bracers, vest, and then her blood-stained tunic. It was unsalvageable, and the right sleeve had been torn off and bunched up to serve as bandages to staunch the bleeding of the gash on her side. Trick went and sat on her vest.

Without her tunic and vest, you could now see a long scar on her chest from where a sword had sliced her along the right side of her collarbone.

Jodi came back over once Kata had stripped. She cleaned the blood away with a rag to get a clearer look at the injury and what Kata had done to it. The blood kept flowing, but Jodi knew that wasn't always a bad thing. Fresh blood would wash away contaminates that might poison the blood.

"How did you cauterize it?" Jodi asked after she finished apprising and stood up to fetch a needle, thread, and sleeping draught.

"I had Trick heat up one of my throwing blades with his flame and then put the red blade on the injury," Kata answered with a shrug. "I know you tell me not to cauterize it on my own, but even with the perfect wind it still took three days to return home from Outcast and I needed to stop the bleeding somehow."

"You didn't use a sleeping potion or anything to numb the pain?" Jodi queried without turning around form her wall of potions and herbs.

"No," Kata promised, "but I bit down on the scabbard of one of my daggers."

Jodi shook her head in amazement. Kata was acting like what she had done hadn't hurt at all, and it probably hadn't hurt her. Sometimes the smallest scrape would leave Kata howling, but other times her pain tolerance was flat out unnatural.

Odder then her fluctuating pain tolerance was her changing emotions. She had gone from being flustered and embarrassed on the docks to almost an emotionless uncaring state. Like her brother, her mood was not set. It was yet another odd quirk of her Berserker blood.

Jodi passed Kata a small mug of sleeping draught. "I know stitching the wound shut won't hurt, but drink this anyway."

"Fine," Kata said without much of an argument and downed the potion.

Like most of Jodi's potions it was sweetened with honey so it didn't taste like stale swamp water. Kata leaned back onto the bed, and was soon enough fast asleep. Once Kata's heartbeat slowed and breathing deepened, Jodi threaded the needle and stitched up the gash on her side.

* * *

><p><strong>Leif is the boy from the first part, and there will be more explanation in coming. As I said earlier, I don't think the Norse gods stay silent, and they do take a slight role. Yes, Leif died and had the visions when he returned. Their role is usually minor since Odin doesn't want them to interfere with the humans, but Odin can't keep a watch over all of the gods <strong>**24/7 ****so... there are exceptions.**

**As for Kata, she's not unbelievable unstable just all the time like Dagur is, and goes from stable to not stable, but you already know what she's like in battle. Normally she's stable, and like a normal person when she's around Dagur because she needs to keep him in line. He keeps her stable. Dagur also does try to behave himself when he's with Kata, so she also kept him stable. When he went off to war in _Riders: Defenders of Berk_ Kata wasn't there so he gets worse and worse. **

**They kept each other in check but now Dagur isn't with Kata anymore. He's Alvin's prisoner on Outcast, and Kata and the rest of the Archipelago believe he's dead. Without him around, Kata's own stability is going to start to slip.**


	7. White Lie

Hiccup woke up just after sunrise and went down to Gobber's shop to check on Toothless, Toothless having spent the night there. He found his dragon lying in front of the shop with his wings spread wide to either side.

When he approached, Toothless stirred and slowly cracked open his eyes. His pupils widened when he recognized Hiccup and he swept the ground with his tail happily.

"Hi bud," Hiccup greeted and knelt by Toothless's side.

He held Toothless's giant head in his hands and overlooked his friend's injuries. In the three days that had passed since the rogue dragon rider's attack Hiccup had learned just how quickly dragons could heal, and had been amazed. Although the spot where the arrow had struck would leave a small scar it was otherwise healed, and Gobber had told Hiccup last night that come morning he could take Toothless out for a gentle test flight. Hiccup intended to do that right now.

While Hiccup worked to reattach the harness Gobber had removed to treat Toothless's wound, he couldn't help but think back to Astrid. Three days had passed since she had been shot down, but she had not yet awakened. Gothi had said that Astrid had likely slipped into a coma.

The rogue rider's arrow had gone straight through Astrid's side, so there had been nothing to staunch the bleeding other than a strip of her tunic she had torn off and tried to press to the wound. Not only had she lost a critical amount of blood, but the arrow had severely damaged her left kidney and the surrounding organs. Her coma had put her mind to sleep to limit the strain on her body, but like with most comas, there was no way to tell Astrid's body when it was healed and safe to wake up.

Right now, Astrid's body was busy healing the injury and the coma had likely saved her life. What happened once Astrid was healed? Would her body know to come out of the coma, or would she never awaken?

Hiccup shook the thoughts from his mind sharply and checked to make sure the stirrup's tail controls worked. This was all because of the rouge rider that had come out of nowhere and attacked for no reason. He owed that rogue rider and hopefully he would soon have a lead on his whereabouts.

Toothless churred quietly, looking up at Hiccup with wide pupils. He knew Hiccup was troubled, and Hiccup ran a hand across Toothless's scales as he led his dragon from the shop to clear sky.

"I'm okay bud," Hiccup lied. "Let's test your wings and see how they hold."

Hiccup saddled up and opened the tailfin. Toothless stretched his sore wings and took off. The first few flaps were unsteady, but then Toothless leveled out and stretched his wings to glide over the ocean's surface.

Hiccup put Toothless through some basic turns and battle maneuvers, but it seemed his wings had healed to the point where he wasn't hampered. After about half an hour of this, the two landed on a seastack and Hiccup checked out Toothless's wings. There were no near tears or blood on the wing membranes, and the arrow wound on his chest was fine as well.

He was amazed at how quickly Toothless had healed, and equally relieved. Hiccup needed to go to Outcast Island as soon as possible and question Alvin about the arrow and the rogue rider. There was an alliance between Outcast and Berk, so Hiccup didn't think he'd be troubled by Alvin unless…

What if the rouge rider _was_ one of Alvin's, and Alvin had purposefully sent him to kill Hiccup and deal a preemptive strike that would lead to a full war? If Alvin had betrayed Berk then Hiccup would be flying right into a trap. Outcast was the only lead Hiccup had to the rogue rider though. He had to go.

Flying with the whole Academy at comfortable speed would take 19 hours. Toothless flying alone at full speed would probably take under 12, but Hiccup didn't want to push Toothless after his injuries so he would probably take closer to 19 hours. If Alvin had betrayed them then he didn't want to show up before Alvin with Toothless exhausted.

To be on the safe side he'd break the 19 hours into two days of 8-hour flight and arrive on Outcast the morning of the third day. That meant that it would take three days to get there and three days back, so even if Hiccup only spent a day on Outcast he'd still be gone for an entire week. Stoick would never agree to it, even if Hiccup was sure that Alvin wasn't behind the rogue rider attack – which he wasn't.

What if he didn't go and the rouge rider returned? Without any new information on him or his dragon, which was also a new species, they'd probably lose again. To make the situation worse, Berk was down to only five riders.

No, Hiccup shook the thought off. Berk had six riders and Astrid would wake up soon. He needed information on the rider, and since Outcast was the only island he knew that was training dragons it was the best place to start his search.

After another half-hour of more intensive battle maneuvers Hiccup called it a day and they returned to Berk. Gobber took another look at Toothless and declared that he had returned to full health, so Hiccup's plan of asking Alvin about the arrow's owner was not changed. He would need to gather supplies, write a note telling his father where he had gone, and leave for Outcast Island without letting the other riders know of his plans. It wasn't going to be easy.

In fact, it became much harder when the whole academy showed up in front of Gobber's shop on dragonback. Hiccup could on be so surprised when the three dragons landed.

"Hiccup!" Snotlout called out. "When are we going after that crazy rider?"

"We're not," Hiccup corrected sadly.

"Huh?" All four of them said at the same time.

"We can't," Hiccup explained. "We know nothing about this rider, his name, his reasons, or even his allegiance. He mentioned that "_his chief said hello_" right before the attack, but we have no idea who that is. His dragon is one we've never seen before. We have no way to track him, and even if he did I don't know if we could beat him. He took down all six of us the first time, and now there are only five riders."

"Hey!" Ruff complained. "It's not like we expected him. If he were Alvin or Dagur then we would have been right on him!"

Ruff wasn't wrong. The element of surprise had played in the archer's favor. Next time their paths crossed, they would be better prepared to face him. Hiccup intended that next time he'd have some answers.

"Fishlegs," Hiccup addressed, "did you find any information on his dragon?"

"There's no entry of it in the Book of Dragons," Fishlegs agreed sadly. "I did find a mention of it in Bork's Notes, but there wasn't very much."

"Something's better than nothing," Hiccup shrugged. "What did it say?"

"It was just a few sentences mentioned in passing," Fishlegs admitted. "Bork said that he say a dragon matching the rider's in the distance while he was out fishing. He never got close enough to draw a picture, and apparently never saw it again."

Hiccup's hopes sank. Putting Fishlegs on research had been his last hope that he would catch something Hiccup had missed. It was to no avail. Asking Alvin about the rouge rider was now Hiccup's only option.

"I was afraid of that," Hiccup sighed.

"So?" Snotlout repeated. "What are we doing next?"

"We'll patrol around the island," Hiccup explained. "Snotlout, you take the east coast. Ruff, Tuff, you two can check out the east. Toothless isn't back up to full strength so we'll keep our patrol close to the village. Don't try to see the rogue rider by yourself if you see him. I don't want anyone else getting hurt."

Hookfang and the twins took off and Meatlug walked forward, Fishlegs still on her saddle.

"What about me?" Fishlegs asked urgently.

"Fishlegs," Hiccup addressed. "I need you to look through everything again and see if there's more information on this dragon. Feeding habits, preferred habitat, anything that could help us find or defeat it."

"You got it," Fishlegs promised.

Hiccup watched Fishlegs and Meatlug leave, and then motioned to Toothless to follow him. He didn't like lying to his friends, but he needed to have them scattered so they wouldn't find out what they were doing and come with him. If that rogue rider returned, then he wanted the rest of the academy here to defend Berk while he was traveling to Outcast.

His father wasn't home, so his plan to stock up on supplies and leave quietly became easier. He went up to his room and fetched two satchels for Toothless so he could carry supplies. Into them went a map, an extra tail fin, a tied bundle with basic medical supplies, one of his spyglasses, a canteen, and an extra connecting rod because he had learned by now that it was usually the connecting rod that was damaged. The arrow fletched with raven feathers from his attack went in last.

While Toothless settled down on his slab and nosed over his injuries, Hiccup thoroughly looked over his shield. He made a few adjustments on the mini-catapult, made sure the grappling line was secure and that there was a bola stored in it. Before he forgot, he added extra bola to the satchel and checked to made sure he had his own dagger tucked into his vest.

With Toothless resting a little, Hiccup used a scrap of parchment and squid ink to pen a quick letter to his father and the other dragon riders. After thinking about it he wrote a paragraph and placed the note in plain sight on his desk next to his journal.

The note read: _Gone to Outcast Island for answers on the rogue rider if possible. Will be taking normal route and stop overs. Be back in seven days at most. If longer, Alvin has betrayed us and captured me so send help. Otherwise stay on Berk and do not catch up to me. Do not leave Berk dragonless in case the rogue rider returns and attacks. Hiccup_

Hopefully the other riders would listen to him and stay and protect Berk. Hiccup fastened the satchels on Toothless, one on each side, and slung his shield over his back.

"Ready for some answers?" Hiccup asked.

Toothless roared softly in what Hiccup took to be a yes, and the two of them went back outside. Fishlegs was already back indoors and there was no sign of the other riders or Stoick. Hiccup was relieved and saddled up, locking his prosthetic leg in place.

"All right bud," Hiccup leaned forward and told Toothless. "Let's go get some answers."

Toothless spread his wings in response and took off.

* * *

><p><strong>The events on Berserk and with Hiccup are happening at the same time, so the view is going to keep switching between the two. <strong>**_Ex: Hiccup's going to be flying to Outcast for the next few days so there isn't going to be anything happening from his POV, so the action is going to happen on Berserk. When Hiccup arrives on Outcast then the scene will shift back to him._ **

**He says he's going to patrol and then starts to fly towards Outcast. It might be a harmless white lie when he says it, and hopefully he won't regret doing this. ****Yes Hiccup is a moron for doing something solo like this, but can you really see him leaving Berk defenseless?**


	8. An Old Enemy

Captain Vorg of the _Wolfwind_ left Jodi's ward with a clean bill of health, and idly walked around the village, relishing in the sight of green grass and leafy trees. Throughout his walk he saw many of his fellow warriors, and delighted in the sound of the children laughing and running as they mockingly chased each other. He had stayed with Dagur to help his nephew, but was still glad to be home. Dagur…

When Dagur's name came to mind, Vorg' thoughts began to turn dark and he shook them off so he could continue enjoying his walkabout. He and his men had mourned Dagur's death already, and done their best to move on. Dagur was dead, and that was all there was to it.

Along his walk he happened to come across the peculiar sight of Skye sitting on the ground in front of Merrik's home. Skye was delicately grooming the feathers under one wing, but she gave a quiet trill by way of hello at Vorg's approach. Vorg dipped his head in greeting. Unlike the rest of Berserk he was relatively used to the idea of riding dragons after having fought the Berkians.

He was surprised to see that Merrik wasn't with his dragon, and that the door to Merrik's home was closed. Vorg curiously walked up to the door and knocked. There was silence for a few seconds and Vorg thought that Merrik wasn't home and had left his dragon by herself.

"Come in," Merrik's voice called out just as Vorg was going to step down.

Vorg opened the door instead and entered. Merrik was sitting at the dining table with a group of arrows laid out side by side, and a bowl filled with some sort of white goop. The arrows laid out had a bluejay feather rather than a red cardinal. One arrow was in his hand.

Merrik turned his head to see the visitor and smiled, "hello Captain."

"What are you doing exactly?" Vorg asked.

"Making some new poison arrows," Merrik said simply as if that explained everything, but after dipping the arrowhead into the mixture he realized he better explain. "That's right. You and the rest of the armada left, so you never saw me do this. You remember how when trader Johann came the last time Jodi got some blue oleander flowers from him?"

"That was when Johann told Dagur that Berk was riding dragons, right?" Vorg clarified.

"That's the one," Merrik agreed and ran his fingers across the arrowhead to evenly apply the mixture across the metal. "Blue oleanders are poisonous to dragons, and Jodi helped me make this balm from their sap and pollen. I coat these blue fletched arrows with them, and one shot well placed will kill a dragon. It doesn't happen instantly, but it will kill them later on. Best of all, it's not poisonous to humans."

"An arrow that can kill a dragon even if it's not a kill shot," Vorg mused. "I imagine that's quite useful during a dragon attack."

"Dragon attacks are the whole reason why I made the balm," Merrik admitted and set the arrow he had been working with down on a piece of green cloth to dry. "We don't get as many dragon attacks as Berk used to since we're so far south, but they would raid from time to time. My blue arrows are made to help in that situation."

"Yes but instead of dragon raids we have the pirates to deal with," Vorg commented and put a hand to his forehead. "Thor knows they cause enough trouble. Berk's too far north for them to bother with, but Berserk seems perfectly situated."

"It's not like they fight us often," Merrik remarked and picked up another arrow. "Normally they pillage as much as they can, and then split once they see our sails and they never attack the village itself. I do love my bow in those times though because I can sink an arrow in their neck even as they run."

"You do have some of the highest kill tallies among the warriors," Vorg complimented.

Merrik gave a dark smile and applied the balm to the arrow in his hand. "I owe them blood for blood for what they did to my family."

An uncomfortable silence fell in the wake of Merrik's declaration and it made Vorg shift nervously. Merrik was one of those Berserkers who rarely went berserk, but the subject of how the pirates had massacred his family several years ago was a sure way to raise his temper. Vorg for one did not want to fight a friend of his niece, especially not one who was busy poisoning his arrows.

"That's why Skye's outside, isn't it?" Vorg changed the subject instead. "You don't want to poison her by accident while you're working with your balm."

"Correct," Merrik agreed and set the arrow in his hand beside the others. "Once I put up the balm, wash up, and have the arrowheads dry then I'll go see her. By the way, I'm surprised you're not with Kata."

"Didn't Jodi assign her to bedrest when she finished stitching her up two days ago?" Vorg asked curiously.

"Jodi did," Merrik agreed. "I stopped to see Kata once, and she's… well… depressed, about Dagur."

"I see," Vorg remarked quietly.

It seemed his thoughtless comment about 'total victory' had had repercussions.

"With him dead, you're her own only family left Vorg." Merrik reminded him. "Maybe you can cheer her up."

It was a clear dismissal, and Vorg decided it was best to take his leave. "I'll go see her now."

"Good," Merrik nodded idly and applied the balm to a third arrow.

Vorg left and closed the door behind him. He shook himself. Sometimes Merrik scared him more than Dagur ever had. Skye shifted one of her sky blue eyes at him as he walked out without interrupting her preening, and Vorg bowed again before he started the walk to the chief's home – Kata's home now.

On his way there he walked by Willem lying in the sun on a patch of grass, enjoying the clear sunlight that fell on him. There was no sign of either of his younger brothers. Leif was likely sitting on top of a roof where he could overlook the village, but it was hard to tell what trouble Arin had gotten himself into this time.

Jodi had worked her way through most of the Berserker soldiers throughout the two days, and most had been dismissed rather quickly. There had been no sickness among the troops, so the village did not have to worry about disease. Kata had only been dismissed back home a few hours ago.

The armada and the Berserker soldiers had only been home for two days, and already everything had returned to normal. Their longships had traded out catapults for fishing nets, and the armor most Berserkers wore for war had been cleaned and stored away. Vorg himself enjoyed not wearing any of the heavy metal.

Normally, the lack of the armor's weight would make him feel light, but now he only felt wary. Although Kata's Berserker side normally only showed itself in her fluctuating pain tolerance and personality changes, she was still a Berserker. Worse, she was of the Chief's Berserker line so her berserker side was stronger than most.

It just took a lot to awaken it, and anyone threatening her brother was the surest way to upset her. Now Merrik said she was depressed about losing her brother, and Vorg wasn't sure if she was going to throw one of Dagur's axes at him when he knocked. She had once before.

Vorg was understandably wary when he finally reached Kata's home and knocked. No axe hit the door, so Vorg cautiously called out to Kata. There was no answer, so he opened the door. He kept a hand near the sword slung over his shoulder in case Kata was waiting for him to enter before she threw something.

The lower room was empty. Kata's shield was lying on the table, and Trick was curled up in a ball next to it on Kata's vest, sound asleep. Vorg quietly closed the door and looked around. There was no fire burning in the hearth. Since both her shield and Trick were here it was obvious Kata was, but where?

Vorg looked at the stairs and called up, "Kata!"

There was no answer. Vorg was sure she was there though so he marched up the steps to the upper floor where her and Dagur's rooms were. The door to Kata's room was closed, and Vorg was going to open it until he realized that the door to Dagur's room was open.

Curious, he pushed it open with one hand, "Kata?"

Dagur's room was just like he'd left it last month, and sitting on the floor against his desk was Kata. She had her legs curled up close to her and was holding something protectively in her arms. Her head was lowered and her ribbon was missing from her hair, allowing her bangs to fall into her face.

"Kata?" Vorg repeated cautiously.

He saw Kata raise her head just enough to see who it was and then lower it again.

"I failed him Vorg," Kata whispered, holding the item tighter. "You called my return a total victory and yet I came back without my brother."

Vorg knelt down in front of her, and saw that she was holding a stuffed Skrill toy her mother had made for Dagur. Dagur had always been fiercely protective of "Skrilly," as he called the toy, and had never let Kata play with it growing up. It had been his Skrilly, only now the toy dragon had lost its master.

"It wasn't your fault Kata," Vorg promised his niece. "If anything it's my fault since I was with him, and he was usually standing on _Wolfwind_'s deck. You were here on Beserk. There's no way you could have known what was happening to Dagur."

"I should have though," Kata argued morosely and looked at the toy. "I just should have. Dagur's the only family I've ever had besides you uncle, and now he's gone."

Vorg hesitated, unsure what to say to comfort Kata. It was clear that her earlier calm on Outcast had been nothing more than an act to upset Alvin and encourage her troops to follow her. This was how she really felt.

Kata reached up and mutely tugged down the collar of her blue tunic to reveal the sword scar on the right side of her collarbone. "Do you remember when I got this, Vorg? It was about a year and a half ago."

"I remember," Vorg recalled darkly. "Oswald had caught you training out in the forest, and surprised you."

Kata nodded and traced the scar with a finger. "Jodi fixed me up, but Dagur soon found out. If you hadn't crossed paths with him before he found Oswald then I'm sure he would have killed Oswald."

Vorg remembered that to. Dagur had been furious that Oswald had hurt Kata, and when Vorg had tried to stop him Dagur had drawn the sword on his back. It had been a fight for his life as Vorg tried to disarm Dagur and get him to listen to reason. Reason was not one of Dagur's strong suits.

The sibling's mother and Vorg's younger sister, Sefa, had been killed when Dagur was only five. Sefa, like Willem, Arin, and Leif's mother, and Merrik's parents had been killed by the pirates. After Sefa's murder Oswald had remarried an unnaturally beautiful woman named Irene.

For all Irene's beauty, she had been vicious towards Dagur and Kata, agreeing with Oswald that both children were failures. Dagur was the son, but too unstable to ever be a worthy chief. Kata was merely the daughter, and although she was stable enough to be chief she was a girl and too headstrong and independent for a woman. Vorg had never thought he'd be glad to see Irene killed three years ago during one of those rare dragon attacks.

Kata had been too young to remember Sefa, and with Oswald and Irene being how they were, Dagur had taken the place of both a brother and her parents. Vorg had done his best to keep the siblings safe from their parents, and they had spent many a night in Vorg's home to avoid their own. Oswald the Agreeable might be agreeable to everyone else, but Vorg knew that Oswald spent so much time being agreeable to everyone that by the time he got back home to Kata and Dagur he was not in an agreeable mode. The scar on Kata's neck from Oswald spoke volumes about his dislike of his children.

"Dagur always took care of me," Kata murmured and let go of her collar. "Dagur's the one who taught me how to fight, how to sail, how to track dragons, how to climb a tree or a rooftop. He's always been there for me in his own way, but the one time he needed me I'm nowhere to be seen, and he paid the price for my incompetence."

"Kata, what happened to Dagur is not your fault," Vorg repeated sternly.

Kata cradled Skrilly in her arms like a babe, and when she spoke it was on a different subject. "Berserker may not receive more rain than one would expect, but it gets far more thunderstorms than it should. When I was younger, the storms used to scare me. The lightning never bothered me since it was so pretty to see it scorch across the sky in jagged flashes, but the thunder was terrifying. There had been the odd dragon attack or two that I had lived through, and the sound of the thunder reminded me of the dragons."

"Some nights I would be fine, and manage to ignore the thunder. Other times I couldn't. Rather than run downstairs to Oswald and Irene, I'd always race across the hall to Dagur's room." Kata ran her fingers down Skrilly's felt spikes on his spine, lips turned upwards at the fond memory.

"If I tried to get onto Dagur's bed while he was still asleep, he'd usually roll over and knock me off," Kata giggled. "Sometimes even when he was awake and knew it was me, he'd still push me off his bed so he could go back to sleep."

Vorg remembered. Even if the siblings were spending the night at his home, it was always Dagur that Kata ran to.

"It didn't matter whether he pushed me off accidently or purposely in the end though, because no matter what, he'd always end up waking up and ask what was going on. I'd tell him about the thunder and he'd give a big sigh, frustrated with my fearfulness but he'd still sit up and let me climb into bed next to him." Kata stopped petting her brother's toy and lowered her hand to the floorboards.

"He'd always let my curl up next to him, and when I was with him the thunder didn't seem so scary." Kata tilted her head back thoughtfully. "Dagur was always the unbeatable fearless warrior, and _nothing_ scared me when I was near him. I knew he'd always protect me, and he always did. I just couldn't protect him."

Vorg reached over and set a hand on Kata's shoulder comfortingly. Kata leaned against his large, warm hand. She gripped Skrilly in her arms and hunched her shoulders, trembling.

"I left Alvin alive so I could pay him back for my brother's death, but it's not all Alvin's fault," Kata whispered strongly. "It was the Berk riders who defeated Dagur and left him with Alvin. I need to pay Hiccup back for my brother's death."

Vorg hesitated at the vicious edge to Kata's voice. Revenge had fueled Dagur's desire to defeat Berk, and in the end it had destroyed him. He did not want Kata to make the same mistake, but now was not the time to tell her off. Challenging her now while she was in one of unstable moods would only end with another axe being thrown at him. Later he would try to clear Kata's mind and stop her from walking the same self-destructive path Dagur had.

* * *

><p>Arin Daceson was sitting on the edge of the dinghy as he sailed over the waves. The mainsheet connected to the dinghy's sail was in one hand, and the rudder was in the other. There was a nice breeze, so Arin was letting the sail sheet out and racing across the waves of the ocean, darting between whitecaps. It was fun, and since his dinghy was made for a one-person he was alone.<p>

There was no doubt that he was glad to have Merrik back, but Arin was wary of Merrik's dragon and couldn't understand how his friend could put such faith in a beast. Merrik's expertise in dragon's was sharper than Kata's even, and he had helped fight off the odd dragon attack so he should know how bad of an idea it was to put your faith in one. What could Merrik be thinking?

The wind slowed down, and Arin pulled in the sail in an attempt to keep his current speed. There was movement to his left, and Arin curiously looked over in that direction to see a few white sails. Sails? Hadn't the fleet returned two days ago? Who could possibly be out there?

Curious now, Arin let out the sail until it was 90° from the body of the boat. This was safety position, and this way he wouldn't have to worry about the boat sailing off by accident when he let go of the mainsheet and took out his spyglass. His spyglass, like Merrik's and Leif's, had been traded from Johann.

He raised it to one eye, and focused on the approaching ships. Oddly enough, he didn't see a single Skrill on a sail. That was weird.

He searched across the sails and finally found a crest on one of the sails colored dark green-black. Arin lowered the spyglass in shock and then raised it again to look at the crest. The crest on the sail was a pair of sabers crossed in an x shape with the swords pointed up. Two crossed swords in green. It was a crest Arin had unfortunately seen before.

"Pirates," Arin whispered and swallowed as he looked over the horizon.

There were not the normal one or two raiding ships, but an entire armada of pirates. Alvin must be supplying them with ships and weapons like he had been last time. It was the only way Arin could account for so many ships.

He lowered the spyglass to his lap, and tried to judge how fast the pirates were going. There was a southern wind that was pulling the ships directly north to the village. Because of the wind direction they were able to let the sails all the way and sail out to maximum speed.

If the wind didn't lighten up then they would likely be to the village sometime just after sunset, under the cover of darkness. Why would the pirates attack now with a full fleet? Didn't they know that Kata had managed to return with the full berserker armada, and that they now had a dragon rider?

No, Arin realized. They couldn't. Not enough time had passed. The pirates couldn't have any way to know that the Berserker's were back at full strength, and that they were walking into a battle they would obviously lose.

Arin needed to get back to the village and warn Kata what was coming. As Dagur's sister, Arin was sure she'd think up a suitably warm welcome for their visitors. He dropped the spyglass back into boat and pulled in the mainsheet. The canvas of his sail flapped about for a second and then bulged out as he successfully caught a gust of wind. His dinghy began to move.

The problem with Arin sailing in his dinghy was that his dinghy had an overall length of twelve feet, and it could be moved and handled by just himself. It was tiny and prone to capsizing. Luckily, it was equally easy for Arin to righten it – when he had the time. This was one of those times when he didn't have the time.

Arin was hiking his boat, going fast enough that the hull had raised itself half out of the water. The sail was close enough to the waves that the tip of it skimmed across the water. He was leaning over the edge that was out of the water to help counter the balance when the wind shifted directions.

It wasn't a major shift, but enough that it tugged the sail into the water and that in turn made the entire boat capsize. Arin slid across the top of the hull and right into the water. He surfaced under the sail, and was quickly tangled in the canvas.

He dived again and managed to surface next to the sail. Without the canvas in his face he could take a breath.

Capsizing was not what Arin need right now, but it seemed it was now in his plan. He needed to get to the daggerboard. A daggerboard was like a keel but removable, and it stopped the waves from pushing a boat sideways. By standing on the daggerboard, Arin could pull the ship back out of the water and righten it. All he'd need to do from there was pull in the mainsheet and keep sailing.

Arin took a breath and vied down again, swimming under the boat to come up next to the daggerboard. He half-climbed onto the daggerboard to try and righten the boat when a crossbow bolt suddenly thonked into the boat beside him. Instantly, he froze. Behind him he heard a soft chuckle, and Arin knew his blunder had cost him dearly.

When he slowly turned he saw a small skiff with four pirates in it. One of them had a crossbow, and reloaded it as Arin watched. Another was at the oars, and a third at the rudder. A fourth one was sitting by the bow next to the one with a crossbow. Someone must have seen his boat and sent one of a skiff to capture him.

"Well, well, well," the pirate sitting to one side mused. "If the Skrill painted on your sail is any indication I'd say you're a Berserker. Scrawny one, aren't you?"

Arin didn't say anything, and took quick stock of what he had. Because of his boat's proneness to capsizing, Arin had left his sword at home so he wouldn't risk losing it. There was a long dagger in his boot but that was all currently he had for weapons. There wasn't much he could do against a loaded crossbow.

"Not talking, huh?" The pirate chuckled. "You were trying to race back ahead of us and warn whoever's still on Berserk that we were coming, weren't you? I hate to say it, but you're not going to manage that. You're coming back with me."

The pirate pointed his crossbow towards Arin, and Arin reluctantly raised his hands in surrender.

* * *

><p><strong>One of the reasons why it took so long to post this new chapter is because i went back and rewrote the first 7 chapters. the general plot stays the same, but i simply went back made them better so you might want to go back and reread them if you haven't already to see the new changes. <strong>

**Yeah, the Berserkers found out about Berk's dragons from Johann because we all know he can't hold up to pressure, be it Toothless or Dagur growling at him. Johann did find out about the dragon's in _Dragon Flower_ after all.**

**I have taken several years in a sailing camp with a little sunfish, and Arin's boat is based off of that. For the large number of you that aren't familiar with that I did try to explain things. Do you understand things?**


	9. Kata's Parry

Leif Daceson lay on top of a tiled roof, eyes half-closed as he lounged in the sun like a content cat. If he could purr then he would. He smiled slightly as he snuggled his head on an arm.

His content resting was interrupted suddenly by a blinding headache that appeared out of nowhere and hurt as if someone had bludgeoned him in the head. Leif hissed and jerked his head to one side as images were artificially placed in his mind. All sense of reality vanished as he was dragged into a vision.

Battle cries and screams of pain echoed in his ears, and he could almost feel the heat of multiple fires on his skin and taste the smoke and blood in the air. Images flashed through his mind in a blur. The village aflame with people fighting throughout the buildings, Berserker ships battling with other ships in the harbor, Arin gagged and bound with a sword to his throat, a man with bright green paint painted on his body is swirling stripes that looked like waves, and finally a sail with the crossed sword crest of the pirates.

The images ended suddenly as sharp as the crack of a whip, and Leif was pulled out of it. He had had enough visions by now that he knew to stay where he was until his equilibrium returned. All of his senses were hypersensitive except for his eyes, which were hopelessly blurred and dulled to the point of near-blindness.

Someone set a hand on his chest gently.

"Leif? Are you okay little bro? Leif?"

Leif knew that voice. It was Willem. Willem was with him. That was good. He raised a hand, and Willem took it.

"Was it a…?" Willem asked quietly.

Leif tightened his grip on Willem's hand for a yes. Willem tssked, and picked Leif up.

"I'll take you to Jodi's," Willem promised and hoisted his brother onto his back.

"No," Leif managed to croak. "Can't… pirates… _now_…"

"Pirates?" Willem whispered.

Leif wrapped an arm around his brother's neck and leaned his head against his shoulder, exhausted from the strain of a vision. Willem looked over at Jodi's place some distance away, and then shook his head with a sigh. He secured his grip on his brother and quickly walked to Kata's much nearer house.

It would be too difficult to knock, so Willem nudged the door open with his foot. He was relieved it wasn't latched, and walked in. There was no sign of Kata inside, but her shield and dragon were on the table so Willem knew she had to be here.

"Kata!" Willem shouted as he shooed away her dragon and moved her stuff into a chair. "Kata come here! It's Leif!"

Five seconds later, Willem heard Kata start to troop down the stairs. Relieved, he set Leif onto the cleared table and helped him lay down. By the time Kata got downstairs Willem had already soaked a cloth in cool water and set it over Leif's eyes.

"What did he see?" Kata demanded quickly.

"He hasn't been able to say much yet," Willem admitted. "You know it takes time for the shock to wear off before he can talk, but he said something about pirates. Whatever he saw was too urgent to take him to Jodi's ward and let him recuperate. He needed to talk to you now."

"That doesn't bode well," Vorg said darkly as he quietly walked down the stairs.

Willem jumped when he heard Vorg's voice and instinctively reached over his shoulder for the sword on his back. When he saw it was only Vorg he relaxed and lowered his hand somewhat shyly. Vorg was the only adult who knew about Leif's visions. Besides Vorg, the only ones who knew about Leif's gift were Willem, Arin, Dagur, Kata, Jodi, and Merrik. They did their best to keep his sight a secret and so far they had managed it.

"Willem," Vorg said somewhat tartly, "what would you have done if it wasn't me, but another adult who didn't already know about Leif's vision? Would you have killed them rather than let them find out?"

"No," Willem responded quickly. "The rest of the village thinks that Leif is an epileptic. I'd just say that he'd had another seizure."

"And if they didn't believe you?" Vorg pushed. "Would have drawn your sword for a killing strike to prevent them from learning?"

Willem looked away pointedly, unsure how to answer the question. So far, Leif's secret had stayed within their small group. Although there had been a few close calls no one they hadn't purposefully told had found out. What would he do to keep Leif's secret a secret?

"You know how important to keep Leif's sight a secret," Vorg scolded. "A child untrained in battle that can see visions of the future? Who wouldn't want to kidnap him to have that on their side? I know that Alvin and the pirates would happily steal him and his sight. That's why it is so important no one finds out about him."

"I know that," Willem grumbled. "The less people who know about his sight, the less of a chance there is of word spreading. You don't have to lecture about my brother."

Willem looked at Leif and curled his lip back in disgust. "Leif says that he gets his visions from the Asgardian god who resurrected him, but he won't say which Æsir. I'm certain he knows. This god though obviously doesn't care much for his safety since they time when they send the visions so poorly. Leif was sitting on a roof, and when his vision hit he fell off of it. It's lucky he wasn't hurt."

"Picking a fight with an Æsir likely won't end in your favor," Vorg chided once more.

Willem bristled, and Kata cleared her throat. Both men turned her way, and Kata gave them a Dagur worthy glare. They stood down from their argument.

"Thank you," Kata snipped dryly. "Leif, can you tell me what you saw in your vision?"

"Yes," Leif said without moving. "There were pirates, a whole fleet of them. They'll be here tonight."

Kata hissed, and Vorg and Willem asked "what?" at the same time.

"Are they suicidal?" Willem demanded to no one in particular. "There's no way their soldiers can defeat ours in a full invasion. They tried that once before. If they're doing it again then they must have a hel of a new weapon."

Even as Willem began to talk, Kata stepped away from the table and started pacing like she always did when she was lost in thought. Her right arm was crossed over her chest, and her left elbow was resting on her right arm. The left hand rested on her cheek, fingers curled to the palm.

"Why would the pirates send a fleet to us?" Kata asked the air. "It doesn't make any sense. They love raiding us, but they know that in a melee battle our warriors would tear them apart. The last time they tried a frontal attack like that our armada destroyed them. Why repeat the same mistake? They would need to have a new weapon because there's no way they can defeat the armada."

Vorg knew that the new threat would distract Kata. Just like when she was facing Alvin she would forget all thoughts about her brother's fate, and be able to think clearly. Like all great chiefs, Kata had a knack for being able to think clearer the more pressure she was put under. She would not break.

"The armada," Kata repeated and stopped pacing. She turned to face Vorg and Willem. "That's it. The pirates don't know we have the armada back. They don't have a new weapon. They just believe that the Berserker armada and all of our warriors are still on Outcast Island!"

"You're right," Vorg realized. "Not enough time has passed since your defeat of Alvin for word to spread. They think they're going up against the shield-maidens and children, not the warriors."

"I'd say they're in for a surprise tonight when they're fleet attacks then," Willem smiled. "Their fleet won't even get close to the harbor."

Vorg was nodding agreement to Willem assertion when Kata interrupted them both with a sharp, "no."

The warriors looked at the young girl standing near the table, but Kata did not elaborate.

"No?" Vorg finally asked his niece. "What do you mean no?"

Kata lowered her head, and replied softly. "Uncle, it's been a month since Dagur's death. A month is just enough time for word to travel to the pirate's island, have them bring together a plan and an armada, and come here. As soon as the pirates learned Dagur was dead then began to plan this invasion. They think that without Dagur Berserk is defenseless."

"We Berserkers have made many enemies," Kata continued. "There are more tribes in the Archipelago then us, Berk, the pirates, and the Outcasts. All of them are probably thinking the same thing the pirates are, and see this as the perfect chance to wipe the Berserkers out."

"Yes," Leif interrupted. "My vision of the attack felt echoed, as if it will happen again and again. I think you're right, and it's not just the pirates who plan on attacking us."

Willem grimaced at his little brother's interruption, but supposed that it only made sense that all of Berserk's enemies would strike at once. When it rained, it truly poured.

"You sound like you have a plan Kata," Willem said instead. "What is it?"

"We're going to let the pirates land in the harbor, and let them invade the village," Kata explained confidently.

"What?" Vorg and Willem demanded again.

Kata waved them off, and finished her thought. "Once all of the pirates are in the harbor we'll use our fleet to blockade them in and kill them all. Not a single pirate is going to leave this attack alive. That should prove to everyone that although Dagur is dead, Berserk is not defenseless. We are a force to be feared. I let Dagur die, but I will not let any more of my family be killed."

Kata's plan of letting the pirates land had obvious flaws, but Vorg instantly saw the wisdom in it. If she ordered the armada to engage the pirates before they reached the harbor then the pirates would turn tail and run rather than fight the odds, and would get away. By luring them in and then cutting off their escape, Kata ensured their deaths. Not a single pirate surviving their own invasion would send a clear message to the Archipelago that the Berserkers were not to be underestimated. It should scare the other tribes out of any thoughts of planning their own invasion.

"Risky," Willem admitted, "but it might work. The pirates don't need a new weapon to take on a defenseless base, and we all know that the pirates don't stand a chance against us Berserkers in combat. It will remind everyone that just because Berk defeated us in the war two months ago we're not defenseless. Orders chief?"

Kata's reply stuttered when she realized Willem had just called her chief, but she recovered quickly. "Y-you take Leif down to Jodi's. Then bring her and come to the Great Hall. I'll announce my plan and work out the finer details there."

Willem nodded with a grin, and Kata turned to her uncle. "Vorg, spread the word that there's an invasion force coming and that I need as many of the captains to come to the Great Hall as possible to discuss our parry. There's no need for them to track down their armor right now, I just need them to get to the hall."

"Wait," Leif interrupted from where he lay on the table and he weakly raised a hand. "Kata, there's a problem."

"Of course there is," Kata sighed in exasperation. "What is it?"

"Arin," Leif said and removed the cloth from his eyes. "The pirates captured Arin when he was out waveracing. He's on their ship. We have to rescue him."

"Waveracing?" Vorg demanded. "Arin was out sailing around the whitecaps now of all times?"

"Arin couldn't have known about the pirates," Kata corrected with a slight snap to her voice. "He probably sailed right into their fleet."

Kata thought about the situation and then nodded. "I got it. Your orders don't change. The pirates love using hostages, so no doubt they'll bring Arin onto the deck of their ship. I'll tell Merrik to rescue him, and once Arin's safe they can provide cover fire and air support."

Willem let out a sigh of relief that Kata had already managed to change her plan to accommodate for Arin's rescue. Beside him, Leif opened his eyes and tried to sit up. He winced and put a hand over his eye to deal with the brightness of the sunlight that came in through the windows. A drop of blood ran from his left eye like a tear, leaving a red line on his cheek.

"Kata," Leif said seriously. "In my vision the village was burning. If you let the pirates make landfall then it could end in their favor."

"What were the fires like?" Kata probed. "Were they small and controlled, or was everything ablaze?"

"First one," Leif admitted and the tear of blood fell from his chin onto the wooden tabletop.

"It's only natural that there are some fires," Kata smiled. "If they're small and controlled then it's because the pirates don't win."

Leif lowered his head, and didn't say anything else. For once, he didn't have a sinking feeling. His vision had warned him of the disaster, and by Kata letting the pirates make landfall, ensured that the image of the village on fire would come to pass. It didn't feel like this would end in the pirate's favor, so he let Willem put him on his back and take him to Jodi without another word.

Vorg stopped Kata when she tried to move, and waited for Willem and Leif to leave before speaking up.

"Kata," he began once they did. "Your plan has merits. If it works then we will reestablish our strength and greatly eliminate the threats against us, but it is reckless. A chief shouldn't blatantly put his people in harm's way."

"You heard Leif though," Kata argued. "The pirates aren't going to be the only ones attacking us. We need to send a message to the entire archipelago. Scaring off the pirates from afar will show _them_, but it won't show anyone else. It's like Dagur said, sometimes you just need a body count to get your point across. A 100% death rate will get the point across that we are not vulnerable."

A body count to get the point across, Vorg almost winced. Kata had obviously spent too much time with Dagur growing up. Dagur's normal combat style was reckless and impulsive, charging headlong into fights without relying on a strategy.

Kata had kept her brother stable in more ways than one. While Dagur fought with brute force and harsh attacks, Kata had learned to fight with her intellect and normally was patient and level-headed. She had balanced her brother's bloodthirst.

Together the siblings had been difficult to beat, but with her brother lost Kata was starting to cling to his memory in the worst way. In the past, she never would have suggested using a body count that might include Berserker kinsmen to get a point across. That was something Dagur would do.

"I wonder if he's in Valhalla," Kata mused unexpectedly, her mood switching as suddenly as Dagur's. "Only great warriors who die in battle can go to Valhalla. Alvin probably tortured him to death."

"Alvin said Dagur died in an escape attempt," Vorg corrected Kata gently. "If that's the case, he would have gone down fighting the Outcasts. It would have been a death worthy of Valhalla."

"Maybe," Kata whispered. "We never even got his body back…"

It troubled Vorg deeply as well that Dagur could never be given a proper funeral and find entrance into Valhalla, but he knew Kata did not have the luxury to dwell on such matters. He needed to keep Kata's fluctuating personalities stable right now.

"Kata," Vorg reminded. "You need to fetch Merrik. I'll tell as many of the captains as I can."

"Right," Kata nodded.

She grabbed her vest from the table and shrugged it on. "I'll be there as soon as I can."

Relieved, Vorg quickly left Kata's house and went down to the harbor to try and find the other captains. Once Vorg left, Kata stopped lacing up her vest. She lowered her hands to the table.

"Brother," she whispered quietly. "I won't fail you, not again. This time, I'll make sure Berserk wins. We won against Alvin and we will win against the pirates. Once they're out of the way Berk will be next. You'll be avenged brother, I promise."

* * *

><p><strong>Kata, I think I agree with Vorg. You know that some of your people will die if you let the pirates land and yet you're still going to let them? This is really dangerous. I hope you know what you're doing.<strong>

**Here are Leif's visions explained in more detail. They are not the romanticized version of "vision" but the nightmare type and they are seriously flawed as you'll see. His visions warning Kata of every single little trouble will not become normal, as i said they're too flawed to work as good as that.**


	10. Black Lie

Hiccup was surprised that he and Toothless had been able to make as good of time as they had, but on the second day they were at Outcast. Although he was sorely tempted otherwise, Hiccup left his shield on his back as Toothless approached the island. Steadying it on his arm would show that he didn't trust the Outcasts, and Hiccup did not need the Outcasts to distrust him.

This was actually the first time that any of Berk's riders had come to Outcast trusting Alvin and the peace treaty created two months ago with the end of the Berserker War and Dagur's reign as chief. Hiccup hoped it wouldn't end badly for him and Toothless. He was not attacked by bolas, arrows, catapults, or nets as Toothless lowered himself for a landing so Hiccup supposed that was something.

Their arrival had been seen, and Savage was waiting along with several Outcasts armed with crossbows. Hiccup noticed that there were no Berserker troops waiting with them, and now that he thought about it, there had been no blue-striped Berserker boats in the harbor. Where had they all gone?

"Savage," Hiccup greeted cautiously. "What a warm welcome."

Savage motioned the men with the crossbows to stand down with his bone club that to Hiccup still looked disturbingly like a human leg bone. Hiccup wasn't quite comfortable enough to leave Toothless's saddle.

"Where's Alvin?" He asked Savage instead. "There's something important I need to ask him."

"He's uh-asleep," Savage bluffed.

"Asleep," Hiccup repeated doubtfully. "You didn't wake him up when Toothless and I flew in?"

"Um…" Savage wasn't sure how to respond.

"And where are all of the Berserker troops?" Hiccup continued and waved a hand to the nearly empty harbor.

"Well, uh, they're, well, not here anymore," Savage stuttered around and finally answered.

"What do you mean not here?" Hiccup demanded as a sinking feeling settled into his stomach. "Where are they?"

"Gone," Savage threw his hands up in frustration. "Dagur's baby sister is the new chief and she took them back to Berserk after tearing Alvin to ribbons."

"Dagur's… Alvin… what?" Hiccup stared openly. "Uh, you mind running that by me again?"

"Dagur's sister defeated Alvin in a duel about a week ago, took her fleet as her prize, and went back home," Savage elaborated and clapped a hand to her forehead. "What's her name…? Kata I think it was?"

"Kata," Hiccup straightened in the saddle.

Dagur had accompanied his father Oswald to the annual peace treaty renewal with Berk from the age six to sixteen. Last year, when he had turned seventeen he had come as the Berserker's chief after Oswald's death. One time Dagur had been sick, so he had missed coming, but he has still come nine times. Hiccup had been told by his father to watch over him six of those times.

Two of those trips, the two easiest on Hiccup, had been when Kata had accompanied her older brother. Hiccup remembered her. She had kept Dagur relatively balanced and sane throughout the duration of the visits. Her second and last visit she had come with a tamed Terrible Terror perched on her shoulder and it was from her that Hiccup had first thought about taming dragons. He had liked Kata.

"So she's the Berserker's chief now," Hiccup said quietly and leaned back in the saddle. "She's younger than me, how did she manage to defeat Alvin?"

Savage hadn't figured that one out yet himself and helplessly shook his head. "Alvin hasn't regained consciousness since the attack."

"Is he going to be all right?" Hiccup asked with a frown, surprising himself with his concern.

"We're pretty sure," Savage said, feigning nonchalance.

Hiccup shook his head and reached into one of Toothless's satchels. The movement made the Outcasts raise their crossbows, and Hiccup held up a hand in surrender while he withdrew the rogue rider's arrow with the other.

"Since Alvin's not available, I'll speak to you Savage." Hiccup held out the arrow to Savage. "My friends and I were attacked by a rogue dragon rider about a week ago. Since Outcast is the only other island trying to train dragons I thought it would make sense to come here first."

Hiccup swung off of Toothless's saddle and walked over to Savage, holding out the arrow to him. "This is one of the arrows he was using. Do you know who it was?"

Savage was surprised that Hiccup had left Toothless's saddle, and wasn't flinching despite having several crossbows pointed at him. Toothless growled at the Outcasts with the crossbows, but Hiccup waved him down and passed the arrow to Savage.

It took but a second for Savage to recognize the cardinal and raven feathers as Merrik's. Kata was friends with Hiccup, so why would she order her only dragon rider to attack? Was Kata going to continue Dagur's war with Berk?

Savage was tempted to tell Hiccup about the owner of the arrow, but decided not to. If he did and word got to Kata, then he would be the next one she tore to ribbons. She also had her fleet back, and a dragon rider who could train more riders for her. He would just as soon not get into a war against those odds.

"Sorry," Savage shrugged and handed Merrik's arrow back to Hiccup. "I've never seen an arrow quite like this."

The Outcasts with Savage luckily hadn't recognized that it was Merrik's arrow, so they didn't say anything. This was just a little black lie to Stoick's son. It wasn't that important.

"Right," Hiccup said quietly and lowered the hand with the arrow in it.

He lowered the hand the arrow was in in frustration. This entire trip was a waste of time. If Hiccup had figured out how to train a Nightfury, then it was conceivable that someone else had learned to tame a dragon. One look proved that the Outcasts were not in any shape to launch an attack, so the rider wasn't theirs. Whose was he?

Hiccup had learned something awfully important about the Berserkers though. Kata was now chief in Dagur's place, and the Berserkers were one unified fighting force again. He remembered Kata's first visit to Berk before she had tamed her Terrible Terror.

He had played a game of Maces and Talons with her and had been surprised to discover that he couldn't beat her. Although Dagur had neither the patience nor the skill to win the game, Kata was a different story. The game was designed to test the abilities and decision making expertise of future chiefs, and Kata was a natural at it.

Her intelligence had always been a great asset, and her fighting skills had improved if she was able to defeat Alvin in a duel. She would be a dangerous opponent to go up against, perhaps more dangerous than her brother because she was relatively stable. The next move was Kata's.

What would she do with her new power as chief? Her next move might not in Berk's favor, since Hiccup knew he was the reason Dagur was dead. He had been the one to defeat Dagur in the Outcast Arena, and it had been his idea for Dagur to remain in Alvin's custody. He needed to get back to Berk and warn his father of the new situation with Kata. There was nothing more he could learn here anyway if Alvin was in a coma.

It was a much shorter visit then Hiccup planned, but he could work with it. The sun was beginning to set, and Toothless took off again. They would be spending the night on one of the usual small islands that the Berk riders stopped at on their way to and from Outcast Island.

Savage watched them fly away, and then waved off the Outcasts with him. He needed to report Hiccup's visit to Alvin. Alvin was resting in his room deep within the mountain. Bandages covered his side and wrapped his arm where Kata had drawn blood.

It was odd for Savage to see Alvin without his armor or any weapon. He'd be back on his feet within the week luckily though it would take longer for him to return for fill strength. The gash on his side would scar, but he would recover. Kata had meant for him to recover so that she could tear him apart again, and that thought terrified Savage.

"Do you have something to report Savage?" Alvin asked.

His voice was damp from the blood that had seeped into his lungs and remained there.

"Hiccup and Toothless just flew in," Savage reported with something akin to a salute. "It seems that Merrik attacked them, and Hiccup wanted to know who. He noticed the Berserkers were gone so I told him about Kata."

"You what?" Alvin demanded. "Why'n you do that?"

Savage stepped back, still scared of Alvin even in his current state. "When the boy heard, he left to report back to his father. They're already gone. I chased them off. If he goes sniffing around here then he might find Dagur, and I don't think I want Kata to find out that we've been hiding her brother from her. That's girl's still a Berserker, and of the chief's line so her berserker blood's thicker than most."

Alvin tssked, but didn't snap at Savage. He didn't want Kata to learn her brother was alive either. Savage seemed to realize that his quick wording had saved him, so he looked at the right arm that Dagur had scratched and rubbed the makeshift bandage made from a strip of tunic. Despite Alvin's claims, Savage thought that keeping Dagur alive and hidden was more trouble than it was worth. Killing him might be better, especially to prevent Kata from learning of his whereabouts.

"How is Dagur doing?" Alvin queried.

"He's regained consciousness," Savage admitted. "I don't know for how long though with his fever so high."

"Good," Alvin dismissed, overlooking Savage's reminder about Dagur's fever. "When I'm back on my feet I'd like to pay him a visit."

Savage knew what Alvin meant. He was going to pay Dagur a visit and break a few more bones as recompense for Kata's actions. Alvin would return the injuries Kata inflicted on him to her brother tenfold.

It was nothing new though, so Savage nodded agreement and finished up the report. When he was done, Alvin gave him his leave and Savage left to check in on Dagur. Hopefully, his fever hadn't killed him yet.

* * *

><p><strong>So the plot thickens. Once the pirates are dealt with i wonder what will happen to Berk. Kata is willing to send her rider against Hiccup, so who knows how much further she'll got to "<em>avenge<em>" her brother. Alvin's going to start another war by keeping Dagur's survival a secret.**


	11. Interrogation

Arin sat in a cell on the pirate's flagship with a bored expression. He leaned up against the flat strips of green metal that made up the door, crisscrossing vertically and horizontally. There were runes engraved on bars in a language he had never seen before as if the ship wasn't from the Archipelago. This whole ship had an alien look to it. The pirate's flagship was three times the length of a normal Viking longship, and it had a pontoon the size of a longship on its port side.

When he had been brought to the ship, he remembered it having two masts and white sails painted with the pirate's crossed-sword crest. On the deck of the ship had been a symbol like a flaming fist, painted over in green artificially. It was a tribal crest of some sort that didn't look like it was from the Archipelago. Was this ship really from beyond their Archipelago?

Arin stood to try and alleviate the pressure on his wrists, wincing at the tightness of the rope that bound them. As curious as he was about this ship, he needed to focus more on escaping. These pirates were going to attack Berserk and that meant the armada would engage them. Naturally, Arin didn't want to be on the enemy flagship when the counterstrike occurred since it would be the first target.

The pirates had taken the dagger from his boot, so Arin had no way to cut the ropes. Even if his wrists were free he had no way to get out of his cell, and knew better then to think about jumping overboard and trying to swim to land. Hours had passed, and he knew the pirates had to be drawing close to Berserk. He needed a plan.

The door at the end of the hallway opened, and Arin glanced up. He watched the hallway as footsteps echoed on the wooden planking of the deck. Three pirates appeared, wearing mismatched scraps of leather, cloth, and the odd piece of metal armor. They lacked the bones worn by the Outcast tribe, and preferred green cloth over red, but were just as mismatched as Alvin's men were.

Like all pirates, these three wore green paint on their faces and bare skin. Green was the color of victory and immortality, and the pirates painted the green on themselves to evoke victory. Perhaps if Arin had been wearing green pain the pirates wouldn't have captured him. The idiotic idea that a little paint could determine who won and who lost almost made him snicker, but he stopped before he actually made a sound.

The three pirates stopped in front of his cell and one of them pulled a chain from the roof. Arin's door swung open vertically rather than horizontally, and the other two pirates approached. He watched as they approached and roughly dragged Arin out.

"Hey," Arin complained to them. "You can just tell me to move. I do know how to walk."

His comment earned him a prodding in the back with a sword hilt, and Arin walked with a hmph, lucky it hadn't been the point of a sword. His escort took him down the hallway and past more giant cells large enough to hold a dragon. All the cell doors were made of the same green metal and engraved with the same runes that his cell had been.

Arin was brought before an ornate door set with gold so it looked like there was a dragon on the door. It was very well done for the pirates, so Arin assumed that whoever had made the ship had added it. The design was a nice touch, and he glanced back at the cells that were large enough to hold dragons curiously. He looked between the members of his escort, noticing that they were scared all of a sudden. Only their superior would scare them, so this room must be the captain's quarters. It appeared he was about to meet the leader of this fleet. A plan would be nice.

The pirate in the lead knocked strongly and someone called out almost instantly to enter. With a slightly trembling hand, the pirate opened the door and ushered Arin inside. Only one of his escort accompanied him, and the other two waited outside to either side of the door. As long as they were there, he wouldn't be able to take advantage of the opportunity to bolt.

Sitting behind a desk was a man in leather armor. Bright green paint decorated his body in swirling stripes that looked like waves. There was a mismatched metal shoulder pad on his right shoulder and a dark green tunic under the armor. His eyes were as dark brown as his long and somewhat matted hair.

"Hello Berserker," the pirate greeted Arin in a calm and collected voice. "I am Fargim, the commander of this armada."

Arin bowed at the waist as well as he could in a mocking way. "It is an honor to meet you."

"I'm sure," Fargim remarked dryly. "There are some questions I have for you."

"I'm not the highest ranking Berserker back home," Arin said nonchalantly. "But I can answer any questions you have about your surrender to me."

Fargrim leaned back in surprise, and the pirate standing behind Arin stared at him as he tried to comprehend what the Berserker had just said.

"Surrender?" Fargrim asked once Arin's offer sank in. "I'm not surrendering."

He laughed after a second and shook his head. In amusement, he nodded to the pirate standing behind Arin. Arin's escort hit him in the head with the pommel of his sword and let him fall to the deckboards. The pirate who hit him grabbed the back of Arin's tunic and dragged him back to his feet, leaving Arin to look at Fargrim through sight that was now slightly blurred.

"Hey?" Arin asked in mock surprise as he looked at Fargrim though his blurred sight. "Why are there two of you now?"

Fargrim narrowed his eyes at Arin's arrogance, but did not nod to the pirate behind him to hit him again. "You misunderstand your place Berserker. I am here to ask you a few questions about your home, not for you to ask me."

Arin's sight returned to normal and he noticed for the first time the woman standing behind Fargrim.

"Who are you?" He asked her.

Fargrim nodded and motioned with a hand for the woman to step forward. She was younger then Arin had first thought and likely only about the age of Dagur.

"That is my daughter Ingrid," Fargrim introduced. "She is here to watch."

"Watch what?" Arin asked innocently.

Fargrim's lips twisted in a smile. "What happens if you don't answer my questions. You see, Ingrid here is still learning how to master the art of getting answers from prisoners."

"You mean torture," Arin corrected.

His light-humored voice had suddenly become serious. Arin had known this was going to happen the moment he had been caught, so he wasn't too surprised when Fargrim tipped his head in agreement with Arin's statement. Cautiously, Arin flashed his eyes back to Ingrid, but she didn't look like she cared about the word torture. It figured that a pirate wouldn't.

Ingrid watched him coldly with an uncaring demeanor. Her dark brown hair reached down to her shoulder blades, and was out of her face thanks to a leather headband. She didn't have bangs on the right side, but she had some on the left side that framed her face. They were tied in two braids. Like most pirate's, her build was tall and slim with an athletic build that lacked even a scrap of fat.

Pirates were based on the southern reaches of the Archipelago, and it was warm enough that they didn't need to worry about wearing clothes to stay warm. Rather, they had to worry about staying cool and not getting overheated. Like the other pirates, Ingrid had green paint on her bare skin like ribbons curling around her, and she had a lot of exposed skin.

Her top of was little more than a bra made of brown leather, and her skirt didn't even reach her mid-thigh. If she had leggings then they were even shorter. On her forearms were a pair of brown leather bracers with laces on the inner forearms, and there were wide silver cuffs on upper arms engraved with runes.

There was a buckled leather collar around her throat, and grey studs were in her ears. She wore a pair of knee-high boots made of leather laced up in the front. In addition to her clothes, she had a pair of thin belts crossed over her waist in an x-shape.

Green paint was applied to her eyelids like eyeshadow, making the gold and copper color of her irises even more brilliant. Amber eyes, Arin thought to himself, better known as wolf eyes. Those with wolf eyes were said to be natural predators and killers just like the wolves who shared their eyes. From Ingrid's stance and the coldness in her gaze, Arin thought she lived up to the reputation someone with wolf eyes was supposed to have.

What troubled Arin more than her eyes were the two 18-inch short swords clipped onto her belts, one on each side. Pirates considered woman servants and bedwarmers, inferior beings to bear their children and amuse them. Normally they were enslaved. For one to become a shield-maiden was extremely rare, and Ingrid must have incredible warrior prowess in order to have earned the right to wear her blades and stop being a slave to the men of her tribe.

"Berserker," Fargrim ordered, drawing Arin from his inspection of Ingrid. "With Alvin in control of your main fleet, how many ships remain to guard your island?"

"I don't know," Arin said stupidly. "I haven't counted them recently."

Fargrim nodded and the pirate beside Arin knocked him to the ground again. Ingrid watched impassively as Fargrim asked again and again. Two hours later, Fargrim had gotten the information he needed and Arin was dumped back in his cell.

Arin smiled to himself, wincing at the pain from his split lip. His ribs had undoubtedly been cracked so he knew better then to laugh and damage them more. It was still hard not to. Fargrim had no idea that Arin had lied about the number of troops defending the island. Now the pirates, believed that the Berserker's fleet was not only on Outcast but that the island itself was relatively defenseless. By taking a beating before leaking the false Intel, it had become credible.

Well Kata, Arin thought smugly as he took shallow breaths to lessen the pressure put on his lungs. Thanks to the false Intel, you've been set up quite nicely, and the pirates are going to arrogantly waltz onto the island. Whatever her plan was should be able to work now. He hoped it worked, and Arin hoped that the plan involved rescuing him.

* * *

><p><strong>Hiccup is now flying back from Outcast to Berk, and since nothing is going to happen on his end the next few chapters will be the Berkersers dealing with the pirates. Before too long, the views will no longer be split between the Berserkers and Berk because they'll both be on Berk. There is importance to this fight besides introducing Ingrid's character, but mostly the aftermath. <strong>

**Yeah, the pirate's have a Dragon Hunter ship. I'm not sure if i described it as well as i could, so if you have suggestions i will hear you out.**


	12. Attack!

Arin stood on the deck of the pirate's giant ship, wrists still bound with rope, gagged with a strip of cloth. He could see Berserk looming closer, and he wondered why the Berserker fleet hadn't already engaged them. What was Kata's plan? Did she have a plan? She better have a plan.

"Father," a voice announced behind them.

Fargrim, standing behind Arin, turned to face the speaker. Arin tilted his head back to see Ingrid calmly walking up. Her twin shortswords tapped against her thighs, and she walked with her arms crossed behind her back.

"It appears the Berserkers have spotted us," Ingrid looked out over the bow and both Fargrim and Arin followed her action.

Fires had lit up around the village, and Arin thought he could hear shouting carried out to them on the wind.

Fargrim smiled, "excellent. It looks like we've caught them completely by surprise."

Arin sighed. What was Kata thinking, letting the pirates come so close? She should have deployed the armada already to chase them off. Why wasn't she summoning the fleet? Unless, no way, had the Berserkers really been caught napping?

Surely Leif would have had a vision to warn them about the pirates, or something would have tipped them off. What if there was no vision though? Leif didn't _get_ visions though. He was _given_ them by the Asgardian who resurrected him, whichever god that was. Odin didn't approve of the Asgardian helping Leif so the only time he could send Leif a vision was when Odin wouldn't notice, and when there was something worth warning him of. Both conditions had to be met. Relying on Leif's visions was dangerous because they wouldn't warn of every disaster.

What if Leif hadn't gotten a vision? What if the Berserkers really had been caught unaware? With this new super ship the pirates had, they could be decimated. Arin had lied about the numbers of Berserkers currently there, but it might not matter if the pirates managed to strike first.

He could do nothing but watch as the pirate's fleet landed and the crew began to run to the village. Arin hung his head, and the deject movement elicited a smile from Ingrid.

"It seems without your deranged leader your no threat," Ingrid taunted him.

Arin didn't answer, but Ingrid still looked away, pleased. This was Ingrid's first time in actual combat, and she needed to do a good job here. If she didn't then she might lose her rank as a shield-maiden and go back to being a slave of the men. She had to succeed here to keep her freedom.

"Ambush!" One of the pirates on the flagship suddenly shouted as loud as he could.

Fargrim, Ingrid, and Arin all turned to look at him and the pirate pointed over the stern of the ship. Ingrid ran to the upper deck and looked over the back of the ship. She froze, looking in shock at the sight before her. An entire armada had appeared out of nowhere and blockaded the bay, and that armada had Skrills painted on their sails.

"The armada's here!" Ingrid called to her father as she ran back to him, jumping down the staircase. "It's here after all. We've been boxed into the harbor!"

Fargrim stared at his daughter, jaw opened slightly in surprise, and there was a sudden increase of the noise on the shore. He whipped around and ran to the bow of the boat. More fires had been lit, and there were screams and sounds of battle. It was not just shield-maidens and children as they had been told. Slowly, Fargrim straightened and turned back to Arin. Arin might have smiled had he not been gagged, but he was still relieved. Kata had a plan after all, and if her plan was to draw the pirates in to kill them off it was working wonderfully.

"Liar," Fargrim whispered to Arin and then suddenly closed the distance and dragged Arin into the air by the collar of his tunic. "You liar! You said the armada wasn't here!"

Arin shrugged as well as he could since his feet weren't touching the ground, and Fargrim threw him backwards in disgust. Since Arin couldn't catch himself he landed hard on his back, head banging against the deck.

"Father, orders," Ingrid asked, and when Fargrim didn't look away from Arin repeated herself. "Captain! What are your orders?"

"Surrendering would be a good place to start," someone called out to Fargrim.

Everyone looked up, and they were stunned to see a red and black dragon flying overhead. Sitting on the dragons back in a saddle was a Berserker with a recurve bow. He had an arrow nocked on its string and was pointing it at Fargrim.

"That's the only way any of your men are going to survive," Merrik added to Fargrim. "You lot fell right into Kata's plan."

Fargrim wrenched Arin to his feet by his collar and pinned the pre-teen to his chest. He put his sword on Arin's neck, and Arin cringed a little, still gagged with his hands behind his back. Merrik drew his arrow back a little more in warning, but he still wasn't used to shooting from dragonback and wasn't sure that he could hit the pirate without hurting Arin.

"Release him," Merrik ordered Fargrim, "and surrender pirates. You've already lost."

"Never," Fargrim snarled, "never!"

"Suit yourself," Merrik shrugged and released his arrow.

He knew it was too dangerous for him to actually target Fargrim, but he had no qualms about shooting near him. As he expected, Fargrim flinched away when Merrik's arrow raced by his ear and got one of his crewmates in the throat. Arin was able to take advantage of Fargrim's grip loosening and slip free.

Ingrid narrowed her eyes when she saw Arin bolt towards the rider, and drew her short swords as she ran at him. The dragon soon stopped her by spewing blue-silver fire, and Ingrid raised a hand to shield her eyes. It was brilliantly bright, and the fire crackled and jumped as if it was alive, made of glittering free-floating embers more then an actual flame. Fighting dragons was not in Ingrid's field of expertise, and she stepped back rather then try to jump through the fire. She raised her eyes from the hissing and spitting fire to see Arin was sitting behind the Berserker archer on the dragon and the dragon was spreading its wings.

"Stop them!" Fargrim shouted.

Ingrid could do nothing but watch as several of the crossbowmen took aim and fired. The archer and his dragon took off and dodged them all, making straight back to land. She slammed her open palm against a mast as their hostage escaped, and then ran across the deck of the ship to relay her father's orders to shoot that dragon down.

Arin clung to Merrik as his dragon sheared hard away from the crossbow bolts.

"You all right?" Merrik tossed over his shoulder at Arin.

Arin reached up and pulled off the gag, letting it drop around his neck. "Nothing Jodi can't fix. What's the plan exactly?"

"No survivors," Merrik said somewhat darkly.

"No survivors," Arin repeated. "That's Kata's plan? Well, it looks like it's working, but that sounds more like a Dagur plan."

"I know," Merrik sighed. "I'll drop you off with Leif and the others not fighting. Jodi will be able to patch you up there."

"No way," Arin complained. "I want to help fight the pirates to!"

"You're injured," Merrik said rationally as they flew inland. "You have neither weapon nor armor, and you don't know the details of the plan. All you'll do is get in the way and the plan is for there to be only pirate casualties."

Arin's chest did hurt from the ribs that had been damaged, so he sighed and fell quiet. Merrik took it to mean that his point had been accepted and nudged Skye to turn downward where the other civilians were taking shelter away from the village. With Arin safe, all that was left was to take control of the flagship and stain the blue sea red.

Ingrid looked out over the clear night sky, seeing the dragon and its riders soar away safely by the light of a full moon. They ducked beneath the tree line of the forest, and Ingrid turned back towards the shore, clenching the hilts of her short swords. A few stray fires had sprung up, but it was impossible to tell how the fight was going from the shouting screams and sound of blades clashing.

She swallowed when she saw a Skrill sail amid the pirate's and realized that the flagship was no longer surrounded by pirate ships. Their pirate escort had been destroyed, swept away by the Berserker ships in a matter of minutes. The pirates specialized in hit-and-runs, or lightning strikes and raids against soft targets. They couldn't win against the Berserkers, the most powerful and fearsome army in the Archipelago, in full-out war!

Ingrid backed up against one of the masts, knowing that this attack had failed. It had been a terrible plan to being with now that Ingrid thought about it. The boats by the shore with the landing parties were empty, so it was safe to assume that their crews were dead already. There was still the line of Berserker ships blockading the bay and sinking any craft who came near them while others of the fleet eliminated the few remaining ships.

There was a flash overhead and suddenly one of the pirate's on the flagship fell back with an arrow in his shoulder. Ingrid looked up as the rider with the bow returned, now the only rider on his dragon. He drew back another arrow and released, killing the pirate he had just injured. It didn't appear that the Berserkers were taking prisoners. His dragon spat a fireball on one of the few remaining longships with the flagship, sending it up in sparking, glittering embers.

There was a sudden shout that they were being boarded, and Ingrid whipped around to face the new threat as a Berserker cut down the pirate who had shouted the alarm. Her father started to call out orders to repel the intruders and try to get the flagship out of the bay even if it meant ramming the fleet guarding the exit, and then suddenly fell quiet. Ingrid didn't instantly understand why her father had fallen quiet and she looked over her shoulder.

Her father was just standing there, and it took Ingrid's eyes a second to see the arrow embedded through his throat.

"Father?" Ingrid whispered.

Then her father crumbled to the ground, and red spread along the deck, adding even more blood to the brown wood. Ingrid looked at him, and then raised her eyes. The archer on his dragon was back and he was raising another arrow to shoot yet another pirate as he had just shot her father. She looked from left to right, but there didn't appear to be a way out of this and the Berserkers weren't stopping their killing.

"What to do," Ingrid whispered, "what should I do?"

She backed up against the railing of the ship, hesitant still.

"Son of a," she swore and leaped over the railing of the ship into the sea.

Merrik glanced at the railing of the ship, thinking that he had seen someone there. There didn't seem to be anyone though, so he looked back to the battle only to find that the battle here was over. One of the Berserkers waved that they had command of the flagship's bridge and were going to start heading below deck. He returned the wave and then headed to the mainland to reinforce Kata and the others on land.

A few fires had sprang up on the mainland, and there wasn't enough light to tell the attacks apart. Merrik narrowed his eyes to try and make out the people fighting in front of the fires as he raised his bow. Where was Kata? He stopped looking and tried to listen, then directed Skye towards the loudest sounds of battle.

"Oh for the love of Odin," Merrik sighed, "or rather I should say for the love of Loki. Kata you've done it again."

Kata was in the middle of one of the few remaining skirmishes on the mainland, and there didn't appear to be any other Berserkers with her. There were over a dozen bodies, and the remaining pirates facing off looked hesitant about engaging her. She had managed to scare the pirates enough that when they saw Merrik fly over they scattered. He shot one in the back with his bow as Skye folded up her wings and landed besides Kata.

"Are you okay?" Merrik asked her curiously.

"Why wouldn't I be?" Kat asked, breathing ragged.

Merrik eyed her curiously, seeing that she had lost her daggers and must have used up her throwing blades because she didn't have any palmed. Although her shield was still on her back, Trick was nowhere to be seen and she was holding an axe. It was a double-bladed axe with one blade up and the other down, and Merrik recognized that it was one of Dagur's.

How she had gotten one of his axes he couldn't begin to guess, but she looked fine overall. Her clothing and hair were bloody, but it didn't seem like she was severely injured. She had a somewhat demented look as she gripped Dagur's axe in both hands, and Merrik couldn't help but think she looked just like Dagur had last year when he had been fighting pirates before he had killed Oswald. There was one difference though.

"Your hands are shaking," Merrik said softly.

His soft words seem to make her eyes focus and she looked up at Merrik. She looked at the axe in her hands and then down at her bloodstained form and the bodies around her. Merrik shook her head when he realized she was confused and didn't remember killing them. Kata was Dagur's sister, but she wasn't Dagur. Dagur's hands wouldn't be shaking. He was a little glad that Kata's were.

"The battle's mostly over," Merrik informed her. "We have command over most of their fleet, and we are starting to get control over the flagship. Arin's safe with Leif and the other children, and no ships have made it past our fleet's blockade. They know the attack's fallen apart and are trying to break away."

"So we're winning," Kata said softly and lowered the axe. "The plan's working. Make sure our ships hold the line to the bay so none of the pirates escape. I'll assemble some of the others and start sweeping the island. Tell some of the troops you find to go reinforce Jodi and the others with the children. If the pirates scatter it will increase the likelihood of someone stumbling across them."

"I'll head to Jodi first then," Merrik thought aloud, "and then to Vorg."

Kata nodded and Skye took off. She watched him for a few seconds and then looked back down at the axe in her hands. Her hands were shaking. Dagur's hands wouldn't be shaking. Weak, she thought to herself and tightened her hand on the wooden shaft of the axe to try to get them to hold still.

She managed it with effort and then ran between the buildings to find Willem and his squad. The pirates' attack had been broken, but they were still going to have a lot of strays to hunt down.

* * *

><p><strong>Short and not as detailed as it could be. I actually want to get past this fight scene, and move onto the next stage of my story which happens when Kata visits Berk. I hope it's not too rushed though. This just isn't a very important battle in the overall plot of the story.<strong>


	13. Aftermath

Ingrid treaded water beneath the dock of the Berserker's harbor the following morning as the Berserkers began to clean up the mess left by the pirates. She could smell the smoke from the bodies that the Berserkers were burning, and others were working to dredge sunken ships from the harbor. The dragon and its rider had gone out to scout, and others were still combing the island for stray pirates. They were determined that it be a 100% kill ratio.

As one of those being hunted, Ingrid had no idea what to do. She had to get out of here, but was it safe for her to return to Haven, the pirate's island? The pirate queen wouldn't be pleased to hear of the failed attack, and Ingrid was certain she'd end up a slave again. If she stayed here and was caught though she'd be dead. Which did she prefer, enslavement or death?

Someone walked across the dock overhead and she sank a little deeper into the water. She was glad that she still had her shortswords clipped to her belts, but also cross at them because their weight was making it difficult for her to tread water silently. The person walking overhead stopped right above Ingrid, and she held her breath.

"Where's the chief?" The person standing above Ingrid called out.

"Village," a Berserker on a boat called back. "Try the Great Hall. That's where Jodi's looking at the wounded."

"Don't tell me Jodi has to stitch her up again," the Berserker on the dock sighed.

"Not sure, Willem," the one on the boat admitted, "but the chief seemed to be walking fine."

Willem rolled his eyes. "I guess I'll start there. Thanks!"

Willem walked back along to the docks to the mainland, unaware that beneath his feet Ingrid was exhaling in relief. He had thought that Kata might be overlooking the clearing of the bay or checking out the flagship they had managed to capture, but it seemed he had walked all the way down here for nothing. There was relative little damage to the village other than red stains coloring the ground or huts, and Willem was relieved that the fires and pirates had done minimal damage. Although there were plenty of injuries, there were only four deaths on the Berserkers side.

The Great Hall overlooking the village was full, and Willem was greeted warmly. He saw Jodi eye him when he entered, and Willem shyly looked away. His right arm was in a sling and there were bandages around his forehead. Jodi's orders to Willem were rest, but he was still helping look over repairs to the village. Going against Jodi's orders was dangerous.

There was no sign of Kata in the crush of people, but Willem saw his youngest brother sitting at one of the tables with papers set around him. Willem approached Leif, curious if he knew something about Kata's whereabouts. Leif didn't look away from the papers, scrolls, and hand-bound journals in front of him.

"Did something happen to Drake's records?" Willem asked Leif in surprise when he recognized the papers.

"They got dropped," Leif replied and shifted around a few more papers, "and now they're out of order. I'm reorganizing them before Kata notices."

Willem sat next to his brother and watched him sort the papers. Drake was Oswald the Agreeable's Grandfather, or Dagur and Kata's great-grandfather, and a past chief of the Berserkers who had lived about a century ago. He was the first Berserker chief to harness a Skrill and use it in battle. Stories were still told about "Berserker fleets attacking behind harnessed dragons that brought down lightning from the sky, and destroyed everything in their path."

Those stories were about Drake, and he was the one who had made the Skrill the symbol of the Berserkers. His favorite Skrill would actually sit beside his throne and let Drake pet it. It was said that his Skrill had scars from a Monstrous Nightmare on its left wing, and it was after the Skrill was recovering from that fight Drake had found it and worked to nurse it back to health.

It had stayed with Drake even after it had healed and fought to protect him, but had vanished a decade later in the middle of a fight. The last that had been seen of it was it fighting three Nightfuries at once. No one knew what happened to Drake's first Skrill.

"Dagur thought his Skrill was Drake's first Skrill," Leif remarked absentmindedly, startling Willem. "No one knows how long a Skrill can stay safely frozen in the ice for, so it is possible they were one and the same despite being almost a century apart. According to Dagur, his Skrill did have scars on its left wing from a Monstrous Nightmare."

"How did you know I was thinking about that?" Willem asked his little brother in dark annoyance.

Leif shrugged and continued sorting through Drake's notes silently. Much of the notes were on Skrill, but there were entries on dozens of other dragons. The dragon notes were organized into the same classes as Bork had organized his, and there were dragons in Drake's notes Bork didn't have record of a they preferred a warmer climate. On the flip side, the colder climate dragons were only in Berk's notes and not in Drake's. Some of the journals were Drake's personal dairies with a record of day-to-day life. One scroll made of several sheets of loose-leaf was actually coded, and no one had been able to decode it yet.

"There," Leif sat up straight as he finished sorting the loose pages. "They're all here, and I think they're in the right order. Dagur's Skrill did instinctively like him and if you go through the records, Dagur does look a lot like Drake. The Skrill probably thought Dagur was Drake's son, which wasn't very far off."

"There you are Leif," someone said and walked up behind the two of them. "Is that Drake's records?"

Leif nodded and finished putting everything back into its satchel. He held it above his head over his shoulder, and Kata took it from him with a bandaged hand. There were more bandages around her chest, and she was favoring her right leg.

"Ah Kata," Willem smiled, "I was looking for you down by the bay. I have my report from yesterday's battle."

"I'm going to put Drake's notes back in my room," Kata told him. "You can tell me as I walk."

"Right," Willem agreed, "see you Leif."

Leif nodded absentmindedly, and looked away distantly. After they left, the child stood and walked to the doorway of the Great Hall, looking out over the village. His special eyes the Asgardian had enchanted allowed him to see distortions in the air as a winged being flew around the village to collect the last few souls. The being flew above the buildings and looked directly at Leif, and Leif calmly returned the winged woman's gaze.

She was holding her shield in her hands upside down, and inside it were several lights. The Valkyrie looked away from Leif after a few seconds and flew upwards, presumably to take the souls she had picked to Valhalla. Leif calmly walked down the carved stone steps towards the village, supposing that it was a good thing there was only one Valkyrie present. Once after a battle, he had seen four Valkyries collecting souls.

He heard the sound of wingbeats again and looked up patiently, wondering if the Valkyrie had returned and was going to ask how Leif could see her. Some of the immortals did that. It was no Valkyrie though, only Merrik with his dragon.

"Leif," Merrik called down, "Where's the chief?"

"She's putting Drake's notes back in her room!" Leif projected his voice and responded without adding emotion to his words. "What is it?"

"Visitors!" Merrik warned him and pointed behind him to the North.

Leif turned towards the North even though there was no way he could see anything, and Merrik shook his head.

"They'll be here the day after tomorrow I think," Merrik told him, "three longships. It doesn't look like a war party."

Then Skye glided in the direction of Kata's house, and Leif looked after him. Who was coming to Berserk now?

Skye landed on the ground in front of Kata's place, and Merrik dismounted quickly and ran inside. The door was open and Kata was sitting in front of the hearth polishing the axe she had ended up using during the pirate's attack. Drake's notes sat on the table in their satchel to be put up later. She looked a little surprised when Merrik entered, and Trick stirred from his position on the table.

"Kata," Merrik said, glad that he wasn't out of breath. "We have more visitors coming."

"Now what?" Kata demanded. "Can't we get any peace and quiet?"

"Apparently not," Merrik rolled his eyes. "Three longships inbound, two days out. Their sails had a black snowflake on it."

"Oh," Kata lowered her brother's axe, "them."

"Them?" Merrik asked. "Are you expecting them?"

"The snowflake crest," Kata sighed. "It's the symbol of the Northlander tribe of the Shivering Shores. Oswald had an arrangement with them, but Dagur broke it off when he became chief. It seems with Dagur gone, Arngrim Dammen thinks he suddenly has rights to it again."

"Arngrim Dammen?" Merrik asked. "First, what arrangement did they have?"

"Arngrim Dammen is the younger brother of the chief of the Northlanders," Kata explained with a sigh. "Oswald set up an alliance with them shortly before Dagur killed him. Because Dagur broke off the agreement, the alliance was never finalized."

"What's so bad about an alliance?" Merrik asked curiously, "they're a new ally."

"The alliance was supposed to be solidified with my marriage to their Arngrim," Kata muttered and set the axe in her lap.

"Oh," Merrik said after a few seconds ticked by. "I see why you're not thrilled."

"The Northlander Tribe are traders that deal in furs, dragons and dragon eggs," Kata said softly. "They're rich and have contacts with many other tribes because of their occupation, so they are worthy allies. However, there are some members of the tribe that aren't afraid to stoop to devious means to get the items they want if you aren't willing to sell them."

"What about Arngrim?" Merrik asked softly, "how is he?"

"The Northlander tribe dangerous allies," Kata said softly off topic. "Dagur learned something about Arngrim Dammen that made him break off the agreement with them when he became chief."

"What did he find out?" Merrik knew he wasn't going to like what he was going to hear, and he was right.

Kata didn't look up from the fire as she spoke. "Arngrim Dammen has had three wives already, and they're all dead."

Merrik couldn't actually manage to say anything and he stood in the doorway stupidly.

"Var Dammen, Arngim's brother and the Northlander chief, likely thinks that with Dagur gone I have to marry Arngrim," Kata chuckled softly. "He and his people wouldn't be able to grasp the concept that a woman could rule effectively. Not all of their tribe is bad, but Arngrim… I've only met him once and he's not a person I could ever trust. If our message with the pirates goes correctly then we won't have to worry about any more wars, but Arngrim likely won't be the only muttonhead coming here after me."

"I can see why," Merrik said, surprising Kata. "You're the only heir to the Berserkers now, and we are the best warriors in the archipelago. Besides, you're beautiful."

Merrik realized what he had said a moment later and turned red, looking away from Kata when she tilted her head up from the axe to him.

"Anyway," Kata continued, speaking slowly when Merrik didn't say anything more. "Let them approach. I'll turn Arngrim away. Right now I'm too busy protecting my tribe to worry about marrying someone, and even if I was going to get married I'd marry someone I want, not him."

"Do you want me and Skye to be there to greet them, or not?" Merrik asked seriously.

"Be there, both of you," Kata ordered, sounding like a chief again. "With a person like Arngrim, only a show of strength is going to get through to him. Word will spread that we have dragon riders no matter what, so we might as well put on a show."

"I don't remember Arngrim," Merrik said softly. "Where did you meet him?"

"I went with Dagur twice when he and Oswald traveled to Berk to renew the annual peace treaty signing," Kata reminded him. "Arngrim was there the second time, right after I first tamed Trick, and he was interested in buying Trick from me so that he could sell him as an exotic pet. Shortly before his ship left port, Trick disappeared, and Dagur found Trick in a cage on Arngrim's ship. He managed to free Trick without Arngrim being any the wiser, and Dagur muttered something about throwing an axe at Arngrim's head next time he saw him."

"Things are going to get interesting again," Merrik sighed. "And to think, we only have a few days to take a breath."

"Until the Archipelago learns that neither the Berserkers nor I need Dagur to be strong," Kata agreed and stood.

She walked over and set Dagur's axe on the table respectfully.

"I wish he was here though," she whispered quietly.

"You're not the only one who misses that lunatic," Merrik assured her in a lighthearted tone. "But I'm sure he's fine, and knowing him, he's probably in Valhalla."

Kata wasn't sure if Dagur was in Valhalla, but if he wasn't then she knew the perfect way to grant him access – a victory is his name. She also knew the perfect target, and the perfect people to kill. Stoick and Hiccup were responsible for Dagur being left with Alvin, and then for Dagur dying in Alvin's custody. Their deaths, and Berk's demise, was the perfect way to make sure Dagur was avenged.

Kata didn't respond to Merrik's comment, and that didn't make Merrik feel at ease.

* * *

><p><strong>I think Ingrid's the only pirate still alive, and i'm not sure how long she's going to stay alive. Arngrim Dammen is a character from the comics that i am using, and just putting a bunch of stuff together. If anyone has a better symbol to represent the tribe that lives in the farthest north on the Shiverign Shores then a snowflake bounce the idea off me. I'll likely use it... just not a dragon. Too many tribes have a dragon symbol already.<strong>

**The next chapter is split between Hiccup's POV and Dagur's. We've heard plenty about Dagur second-hand, but this is the first time we see what's happening through his eyes. I will tell you that Alvin has not been treating him as an honored guest and being tortured for a month has... skewed his personality a little.**


	14. Wishful Thinking

Hiccup exhaled in when he saw Berk up ahead, and Toothless seemed to take a breath as well. The two of them had managed to make it back to Berk ahead of schedule, and both were glad to be back. Toothless circled town once so Hiccup could overlook it and make sure everything was okay, and then landed in the main plaza.

Toothless's circle had drawn attention, and a crowd gathered near the two of them with amazing speed. Hiccup was surprised by the attention, but didn't get a chance to process it before the crowd parted and his father walked over to him.

"Hiccup," Stoick greeted in relief. "You're all right."

"Yeah dad, I'm fine," Hiccup glanced at the crowd as he dismounted from Toothless. "Where are the other riders?"  
>"Out patrolling," Stoick answered briskly and glowered at Hiccup.<p>

Hiccup didn't understand what he had done to upset his father until he recalled the fact that he had left for Outcast without telling anyone beforehand.

"And Astrid?" Hiccup asked quickly.

Stoick shook his head, and Hiccup looked down.

"Dad," he said softly, "about my trip."

"Yes," Stoick agreed, "about your trip."

Stoick eyed the crowd silently, and they dispersed. He waited until the crowd left, and Hiccup spoke up before Stoick could try and scold him.

"Dad, I know what I did was reckless, but I needed to find out about that rogue rider," Hiccup cautioned his father and riffled through one of Toothless's satchels until he withdrew the arrow fletched with raven and cardinal. "Outcast is the only island we know of that's currently training dragons, so it was my only lead."

"So you went by yourself without telling anyone?" Stoick demanded.

"I didn't want to leave Berk defenseless," Hiccup shrugged. "That rogue rider attacked us on his chief's orders, so it wasn't random. He could have come back at any time, and he might not have come alone. Besides, if I had told everyone they would have come even though I said no. They do that."

Hiccup had a point about his friends, but that hardly made up for the danger he had put himself in.

"And what if Alvin had been behind the rogue rider and he attacked you when you went there?" Stoick asked. "He didn't, did he?"

"I wouldn't say I got the warmest welcome, but they didn't attack me," Hiccup assured his father. "The rogue rider didn't appear?"

"No sign of him," Stoick said, and kept speaking when Hiccup tried to add a comment. "Hiccup, you can't just go off like that, even if you left a note. You think I liked finding a note that said if you're not back in a week that Alvin's betrayed us and captured you?"

"No, I suppose not," Hiccup admitted, "but dad, about Outcast."

"Did they know anything about the arrow?" Stoick continued.

"No," Hiccup said again, "they had never seen it before."

"So that trip was not only an unnecessary risk, it was fruitless in the end," Stoick shook his head.

"The Berserkers are gone," Hiccup said quickly when Stoick took a breath.

As Hiccup had hoped, his words made his father pause. "Gone? What do you mean gone?"

"I mean they're gone," Hiccup shrugged. "They're ships weren't in Outcast's bay, and Alvin is recovering from injuries so he can't even get out of bed. Their new chief took them back."

"The Berserker's chief?" Stoick demanded, thinking instantly to Dagur even though he knew Dagur was dead and that was impossible.

"It's Kata dad," Hiccup said seriously. "She's the new Berserker chief."

"Kata," Stoick remembered Dagur's little sister and exhaled a little. "Well, she isn't much like her brother."

"I wouldn't be too sure," Hiccup warned. "In order to get the Berserker fleet to follow her again, she fought Alvin in single combat. Dad, she beat him. She's the reason Alvin can't even stand, and she left Alvin alive when she could have killed him because she wanted to come back later and tear him apart again. Dagur died under Alvin's watch and she remembers it."

"And Berk is the reason Dagur was placed in Alvin's custody," Stoick understood.

Hiccup nodded seriously. "I don't know what Kata's going to do next, and if she really is striking out for vengeance on her brother's behalf Berk would be her next target."

"You could be right," Stoick said softly after thinking for several long seconds. "We might have to deal with the Berserkers and this rogue rider's chief at the same time."

"A war on two fronts," Hiccup sighed, hating the feel of the word _war_ on his tongue.

"Maybe not," Stoick assured him. "What happens next depends on Kata, and I remember her. I would like to think that she would not destroy so many lives so blatantly in open war. She is far more rational then Dagur ever was."

"You're right dad," Hiccup agreed, clinging to that hope that there would not be another war.

Hiccup found it ironic, but he realized he was thinking that it might be better if Dagur wasn't dead. If Kata was killing to avenge him, then learning Dagur was alive should cool her righteous fire. What happened next truly depended on Kata.

* * *

><p>The stone cell Dagur the Deranged had been thrown into after his "death" was damp as well as cold, and the air was stale. Dagur's arms were shackled above his head, and he was sitting on the floor only semi-conscious. He had lost the feeling in his left leg some time ago due to it being broken several times, and Dagur wished he was back on Berserk where Jodi was. She'd have fixed up his leg easily.<p>

Originally it had been broken when the Outcast's arena had collapsed and Dagur, the Nightfury, and several of his men and fallen. Amid the chaos of the Whispering Deaths flying around and the rush of adrenaline, Dagur hadn't realized it had been broken until after he had been put in his first cell. It had been ignored the first month of his captivity as he had, and he had tried to split it himself.

After Dagur had escaped his cell and tried to make it to the harbor, he had been caught and put in this new cell. He was alone and isolated, and Alvin had told him that the entire Archipelago thought that he was dead, even Kata. Shackled to the wall as he was, he could do little, and he realized only then how easy it had been for him to escape the first time. Alvin had set him up and then taken advantage of the situation.

Since everyone thought Dagur was "dead," Alvin no longer had to mind his manners around Dagur. One of the first things he had done was rebreak Dagur's left leg to prevent him from trying to escape again. Dagur had done a lot to earn Alvin's ire, not in the least being attacking him with the Skrill and then taking over Alvin's island and troops.

Dagur coughed moistly, tasting blood in his mouth. He could feel the heat on his face, despite the chills that made him shiver. Because he had grown up with Jodi, Dagur knew that wasn't a good combination. He knew he was sick, and his limbs felt weak as paper. What could he do? He was shackled to a wall and since everyone thought he was dead Alvin could do whatever he wanted.

His dark red hair had been cut short and messy and he had been stripped of his weapons, boots, helmet, and the armor he had worn. The sleeves and kilt of his outfit had been torn off back when everyone thought he was alive to try to help with the splint that he had never gotten a chance to redo.

During his escape attempt, he had fallen and deeply gouged his right arm on the black stones. Despite his attempt to keep the wound clean, Dagur could tell from the needles of pain near the injury and smell that it was infected. The strips of cloth he had torn from his clothing to try and wrap the injury were caked with blood and hung loosely, starting to fall off. There was a pain in his chest that came from bruised and cracked ribs.

He was a mess although ironically, Alvin had let Dagur keep the chief's belt. If Oswald saw Dagur in this shape he'd probably say that it served Dagur right for killing him. Oswald's death was his own fault. If Dagur hadn't killed Oswald then Oswald would have killed Kata. It hadn't been hard for Dagur to decide which one he had wanted to live.

At least Kata was all right. He'd placed her in charge of Berserk when he left to go to Outcast and retrieve the Skrill Alvin had caught. She would be all right and he wasn't worried about Berserk's safety as long as she was in command because Dagur knew that Kata was capable of a lot more than someone her age should be. When push came to shove, she'd have her blades in her hands and a confident smile that she had the situation under control.

Willem was still on Berserk to, and so were Jodi and Leif. Kata and Berserk would be fine. Dagur was the one who wouldn't be. What would kill him first, the infection or the fever? Or would Alvin just put him out of his misery? Everyone thought he was dead, so Dagur no longer believed someone would find him and free him.

This was because of Hiccup. Hiccup was the one who had defeated him and then suggested letting Alvin keep Dagur in custody. Despite his thoughts, Dagur didn't really have the energy to conjure up any hatred against Berk's runt. It was all Hiccup's fault. All because of Hiccup.

He heard the sound of the door that lead out of the mountain open and then slam shut, but Dagur didn't glance up. It was probably just Outcasts here to feed him. Maybe when they unshackled his arms so he could eat he could fix the bandages on his arm so they weren't hanging so loose.

The footsteps stopped in front of his cell, and Dagur raised his head slightly as the door opened. He froze when he saw the identity of his visitors, and his ragged breath caught. His first instinct was that his fever had risen to the point where he was hallucinating, but that hope soon vanished when Alvin walked over to him and grabbed him by the front of his tunic, dragging him into the air.

"'ello Dagur," Alvin greeted him.

"Alvin," Dagur tried to say, but slurred the word from his fever.

Alvin dropped him to the ground, and Dagur's arms hurt as they took the force of his fall, still shackled in place. It had been over a week, or at least Dagur guessed it had been over a week since he couldn't accurately tell time, since Alvin had last come to visit him. Normally he came every few days, and Dagur wondered what the delay had been.

"You sister is a pain," Alvin growled.

Sister? Dagur glanced up with his green eyes, not comprehending what Alvin had just said. Did he mean Kata? How could he mean Kata? She was back home!

Alvin watched as the mention of Kata sank through Dagur's fever-clouded senses and the young chief tightened his fingers to palms already covered in crescent-shaped scars from him digging his fingernails into the skin.

"She really is fast on her feet," Alvin continued, knowing it was upsetting him, "faster than I thought she was."

"You're injured," Dagur muttered, seeing the bandages on his arm, and then he laughed. "You're injured. Kata's better then she gets credit for."

Alvin kicked Dagur in the chest at the reminder of his defeat by Kata's hands and thought he might have heard another of Dagur's ribs crack. Dagur didn't say anything else, nor did he raise his head again.

"Well," Alvin said smugly. "She has gone with your fleet, and she's still thinks you're dead."

The implications of that didn't clarify instantly, but Dagur understood after a little while. With the Berserker troops gone, the only ones left on this island were Alvin and his Outcasts. There was no longer any chance that one of his Berserkers would stumble across him by accident and alert the others he was alive.

His fleet was probably happier without him. Dagur had won no battles for them, and didn't have his Nightfury in the end. Why was it that no matter what happened, Dagur always seemed to lose?

Alvin took a step forward and set his boot on Dagur's broken leg, applying pressure to the damaged bones as he liked to do. Dagur cringed at the pain, and Alvin applied more pressure. Something snapped, and Dagur screamed. The sound made Alvin smile.

* * *

><p><strong>First, I'm going to say that Alvin and Dagur were displayed correctly. Torture changes a person, and although Dagur's grudges haven't faded he simply doesn't have the energy to rant. Not sure if Alvin would do this, but why not? <strong>

**Hiccup - "He half-wished Dagur was still alive as the knowledge of her brother's survival might cool Kata's fire." - He is going to eat those words later in the worst way possible when Kata does find out Dagur's alive.**


End file.
